* ; | | 0 ' mo — +; 2 . 
5 © "EDINBURGH: _ "38 
27 5 . * 

| arte ron J.-JOUNSTONE;: ann so Ar ruf s 8 


fy " REOKERAAERY 1 TOWN AND: COUNTRY.” as MY 


- « w 


des . 2 2 f — 1 9 a a 


dd '& 2 


4 
K 3 QFFICE; AND BY ALL THE PRINGIFAL STEM 


S 4 
" 
1 
* 


* Seb * 
ihe g 
* 


3 


- 


Va © 
1 
ce 
* 
* 


n 


3 
1 


1. 
— 


The Cave of Vic, ee. x 
On Fame, - - | | 
Sonnet How inperteck; is expreſſion,” > 


Elegy on the RE Cog Ween by Mrs. Riddell 
of Glenriddell, - 


Paraphraſe of Gray's Latin Ode, written at the Grand 
Chartreuſe, - 
o La 


- — 25 


Elegy to a Red-breaſ tt. — 26 
Paſtoral Ballad, - - "oF - - 27 
To the Snaw-Drop, = - 55 
Addreſs to the Deity, 30 
On reading the vote of the a <3. of Commons paſſe 
March 15, 1796. - 32 
Addreſs to the Powers at War, - - 33 
To Friendſhip, - - - - - 41 
Humanity's Power, — M0 5 - 42 
The Cottage of Content, - - 8 43 
Diſappoinment, - - — 2 


Stanzas on a Withered Leaf, ws” ow - 45 


'] he Sea Side, a Sonnet, - =» - - 
Ode to Independence, - | - 47 
Fortieth Ode of Anacreon imitated, hy <<< - 
Royalty in Diſtreſs, - - - 49 
The Britiſh ſubjects to the Britiſh King, |. $I 
The Watch Tower, * 92 
On the Death of a Britiſh Officer, | - on 54 
Imitation of Angerianus - - - 56 
Oce to Sympathy, - - - - 57 
Solitude, - - — - 60 
Fragment. | - - - 63 
Sonnet from Lorenzo de Medici, — „ 
On the Death of Burns, | - © 65 
Lines written on the Barks of the Avon, 2225 
The Myſtery of Life, - - C3 68 
The Demon of the Storm, - — — 69 
Ode to Regret, - N - 1 70 
The Eunglers, 3 


1 
INDIE. 


8 The Sh re Wife's Song, - — 
\ T he Blackbird, - - 
| Hay the true Son of Liberty, - - - 
Impromptu, 43 ; 3 - 
Addreſs to Poverty, _ - „ - 
Ode to Innocence, - - ” 
The Rendezvous, - | wo - 
Ode on the Shakeſpeare Gallery, - - 
The Labouring Poor, - - - - 
Laura to Charlotte, - - 88 
| A Song, Thro' ſpring-time walks with flow'rs perfumed,” 89 
5 The Strawberry, a Sonnet, - - + 
: Sonnet, to Simplicity, — 9 3 
H ; to'the Curlew, "4 - _ ib. 
1 to Diſappointment, 1 vo ONT. 92 
4 to Love, — 5 ib. 
7 — — to the White Bird of the * Tropic, - - 93 
. do the Torrid Zone, - - .94 
to the Calbaſſia Tree, — — R 
to the Senſes, — - 3 - 95 
"Ni Lines written for a fau//e Montre, - - - ib. 
Si Epitaph for Algernon Sidney, * — 956 
Song, When North did foſter the contes: OD 97 
8 Stanzas to the Memory of Burns, - - 99 
— Sonnet to the ſame, - - . 5: 
- on viewing an object of diſtreſs in a ſtormy night, 104 O 
To the Glow-Worm, - - - 11 
The Mourner, - 106 
Song, © In her remple's expanſe By bright Goddeb of 
Fame, 107 
The Negro Boy, —— he - 108 
Eliza, or the Pozy, - - » 2 
Modern Poetry, — — 38 
Hymn, „While Ron of war are heard around,” 111 
Britannia, - - 112 
A Sketch of the Alpe at i - 113 
Lines written on a — page of an * Pocket 
Book, - - - - ib, 
The Bottomleſs _ 7. - - — „ 
Koſciuſko, - 116 
| Sequel of the Addreſs to the Powers at "War, - 119 
4 Sonnet by Maſon on the * of his * 1341 
3 Content, . 132 
4 * | oo he river Cam, „ %/ͤͤ¹óõ U 


. I, „„ 


Bonnet, addreſſed to Mr. Erſkine, . 


Lines compoſed on b fumater evening, 

Epigram, + 

Elegy ha, - - — — 

Te the Vi 

bon, On he grn k,n me a. 

ge nah v0 WG FR 3 * 

To Content, = — - 
| Ode to the Sky-Lark, | = - * = 
| Sonnet to the river Emont, - - - 

— Loch-Lomond, - - ” 


Ode to Contemplation - 8 
Verſes on the death of John AM. = 

4 Lines ocaioned by che Na and Gait Bll 4 

- Will Shillingman's 

. Extra from a new edition of Pope's Moral l. — 147 
6 r — - 

7 To Happineſs, - - — - - 

9 

3 

4 


5 : Page 64 line 23—fer Sands read Stands, 


* 
— — 
4 
* 
* 
5 * 
- 
* 
7 
; | 
cf 
* 
' * 
1 1 
. 2 f 
£ ' # 
. * A 
* 
< * 
1 1 5 
. * 
\ - 0 
; 
3 Ju V 
4 9 
64 
I b 
4 y wo 
3 
. 
1 
o”7 & * bet 
. * 0 1 4 Ll 
a , - « we _ * 
* ; - 
. + ww - * . * * -v - 4 
K — 
= 
: & © - © 0 of ” 9 5 ; ov 
- 2 0 N 9 - 
CT. EF * —— | 1 . 1 2 8 * * 7 A 4d 644 
n _Y 0 OY WAG Ar. 4a — —— — —e— 
— * 2 ag” —— bak, Bon. dec. > 1 bin 2a. 4 * 7 — — 


* 


FUGITIVE PEICES. 


* — * 


ODE TO WAR. 


Ag; Ages, Beorororye, prunrPirs, TuxiorrNire , 


Tux diſtant gleam of burniſh'd arms, 
The diſſonant uncouth alarms, 


Reſounding from afar, 


Itiap, V. 3h 


The drum's, the fife's, the trumpet's voice, 
With ſullen, ſhrill, vain-glorious noiſe, 
Announce th approach of war, 


Pride, pomp, and finery, in vain 
Thy perſon deck, adorn thy train, 


To dazzle wond'ring eyes; 


For, when attentively ſurvey'd, 
A monſter thou in maſquerade, 


They furies in diſguiſe, 


Ja vein a hel, legs andhiihe 
Attempts to ſhelter from the ſight 


Thy brutal length of jaw; 


Nor can thy ſabre's baſket-hilt, 
» "Tho" ribbon-wreath'd, and double-gilt, 


Vol. I. 


Conceal the tiger- pa. 


9 Ss & 5 3. 
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Bee par in crimſon ſuit array d, 
His ſcythe now ſhorten'd to a blade, 
Triumphant leads the van 
P1LLAGE, far finer than the reſt ! 
 CunnixGs, pontifically dreſt ! 
The ſpruce attire of thoſe they lead, 
Their march to muſic o'er the mead, 
Is nothing but decoy ; 
In other ſounds, in other ſights, 
His ſavage ear and eye delights, 
Not military joy. 


Pleas'd he beholds th' enſanguin' d plain, 
Strew'd with thg mutilated ſlain; 
Pleas'd, liſtens to the cry 


Of thoſe, ſpar d by the fatal lead, 
Who, toſſing on Diſeaſc's bed, 
Complain they do not die. 


Where was the fooliſh artiſt found, 
Thy brow who firſt with laurel bound ? 
And the firſt poet where, 
Who thy exploits rehears'd in ſong ? 
Where the firſt prieſt who durſt prolong 
To Mans an impious pray'r ? 


Offspring of Satan! when thy ſire, 
Urg'd by his unabating ire, 

Laſt let thee looſe on man, 
With his hot hand he ſtrok'd thy fur, 
And thus to his impatient cur, 

His exhortation ran ;— 
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« Mankind, by Viſionaries taught, 

Bewilder'd from exceſs of thought, 

Preſumptuouſly complain; ; 

Perfection would to earth recal, 

y Be what they were before the Fall, 

And Paradiſe regain: 


« Compaſſion ev'n to brutes expreſs, 
Would make th' enormous burden leſs, 


The bloody meal refrain; 
At leaſt, if Nature has decreed 
That they muſt prematurely bleed, 
« Amphibious elf ! in whom unite 
The fox's guile and giant's might, 

Thy various powers diſplay ; 
Now with reſiſtleſs force deſtroy, 
And now perfidiouſly decoy, 

By land, by ſea, thy prey. 


& Demoliſh with the pond'rous ball 

'The city's ſtrong and ſtately wall, 
The buildings with the bomb; 

And, diſregarding ſex and age, 

Render it, in thy ſtorming rage, 

A ruin and a tomb. 


“ Uproot the vine, the ſugar- cane, 
Devour the flocks, the fruits, the grain, 
Which careful culture rears ;— 
But be thy fav'rite dainty food 
The youthful hero's gen'rons blood, 
And quench thy thirſt with tears. 
; A ij 
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In queſt of Commerce eager run, | 
Commerce, old Ocean's darling fon, 
| Him hunt on every ſhore; 
.  *Gainſt him thy privateers let ſlip, 
And, in thy line-of-battle ſhip, 
The angry waves outroar. 


1 If dome, abhorreht from the fight, 
Should, or by artifice or flight, 
Elude thee or fatigue, 
Famine, aſſiſtant, ſhall attend, 
The South his yellow plague ſhall lend, 
In triple dreadful league. 


& From her tribunal Juſtice chaſe, 

Set PARTY=$SPIRIT in her place 
(His views with mine accord); 

In rage he ſhall the balance break, 


From his fierce eyes the bandage ſhake, . 
And only uſe the sworp. 


te Soon fonder of the guillotine, 

Whate'er by thee unreap'd, ſhall glean 
Extinguiſh'd Europe's race 

Save with contrition they implore 

Their pitying God, and he once more 
Command that havoc ceaſe. 


& But ſo implacable the hate, 
'That the repentance muſt be late; 
Thou long with them ſhalt dwell 
For years ſhalt gratify thy friends, 
Men metamorphoſing to fiends, 
Earth to another hell.” 
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The leſſon ended, and away, 
His curs'd inſtructions to obey, 
The tutor d felon ſped; 
Preſaging Earth, as he drew nigh, 
Shook in convulſive agony, 
And Peace and Mercy fled— 


—Fled to the bliſsful realms above, 
Whence the Creator in his love, 
Commiſſion'd them below ; 
Return'd, for man they kindly plead. l 
May their ſweet eloquence ſucceed, 
At laſt, to quell the foe. 


Far firmer than the Cretan's wings, 

Which melted (ſo the Mantuan ſings), 
Expos d to ſolar heat; 

His waft him quickly to an iſle, ® 

Where erſt, when pauſing from his toil, 
He wonted to retreat. 


Such predile&ion not of yore, 
To Paphos or Cythera bore | 
The partial Queen of Love, . 
To Delos not Latona's ſon, x 
Nor ſo had wealthy Carthage won 
The ſiſter-ſpouſe of Jove. Y 1 


Well to deſeribe the waſte and woe, 

Wrought by the hell- directed foe, 
Herculean nerves muſt fail; 

My tongue would faulter to recite, 

My trembling hand refuſe to write, 
The ſhocking, ſhameful tale. 
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Ev'n if an effort for a while 
Could ſenſibility beguile, 

And but an outline trace, 
The tears I hardly could ſuſpend, 
Would, overpow'ring ere the end, 

Th' unfiniſh'd ſketch efface. 


NOTES, 


* Apts, &c.] Stern Power of War! by whom the mighty fali ; 

Wuro BATHE IN BLooD! and ſhake the lofty wall. 

Frightful as is the Portrait exhibited in this tranſlation by 

Mr. Porr, yet that great maſter of our language has not been 

able to find words of ſufficient farce and energy to expreſs 
the full vigour of the 2 inimitable original. 


« + EDITOR. 


Ode to War.] The hint was taken from the following ſen- 
tence in Mercier's Mon bonnet de nuit, a book publiſhed 
more than twenty years ago: Ah! diſois je en. moi meme, 
quel ſera Phomme qui depouillera ce geant de Tappareil qui 
'« ſemble Pennoblir, pour ne laiſſer voir que l'ogre hideux af- 
'« fame de la chair des enfans, des foibles, des innocents, et 
« reſpirant avidement Vodeur du carnage et de la mort, 2 
« travers Veſpace des empires, et la vaſte etendue du monde?” 
« Ah!” ſaid I to myſelf, © who will be the man to ſtrip this 
giant of the ornaments which ſeem to give him an air of 
“ grandeur, ſo as to leave expoſed to the eye the hideous 
« cannibal monſter, hungering after the fleſh. of the infant, 
« the weak, the innocent, and eagerly ſnuſſing the ſmell of 
« carnage and death through the bounds of empires- and vaſt 
* expanſe of the earth? 


FUGITIVE PIECES. 8 


It is much to be wiſhed that this author's countrymen would 
pay more regard to this ſentence than they at preſent ſem in- 
clined to do. 


The Cretan's wings,| Icarus, whoſe wings were faſtened 
to his ſide with wax. Firg. ZEncid. vi. Ovid. Metamorph. 


Perfection would to earth recal, Had circumſtances per- 
mitted to take all the ſcope, which the ſubje& required, this 
argument had not been introduced here. A difference of 
opinion, as to the perſedibility of man, ſeems to be the real 
ſource of the conteſt which at preſent deſolates Europe, and 
threatens to go much farther, if not ſtopped by a zzrorm 
or STRIKING ABUSES every Where, and a conſtant attention 
to prevent the renewal of them, Tux oNLY n; -FORGR 
can at beſt do but for a time. | 


k were nub far the ana 
Miniſters of Kings, to purſue this method, and, inſtead of 
ſupporting, to ſhake off the dead weight of the fero who are 
intereſted to oppoſe it. 

The queſtion of perfectibility is arduous, complicited, and 
obſcure. It deſerves a chapter in proſe, in which will be con- 
ſidered, the perfeQtion-ſyſtem of ſome modern philoſophers, 
particularly that of Mr. Gopwin, who has far out-run his 


_ predeceſſors. He ſays (V. II. p. 822, 4to edition) that half 


an hour a day, ſeriouſly employed in manual labour, by every 
member of the community, would ſufficiently ſupply the 
whole with neceſſaries; and that the intervals of agriculture . 
« might ſuffice, in a ſimple ſtate of ſociety, for the fabrication 
« of tools, for weaving, and the occupation of Tailors, Ba- 
« kers, and Butchers.” —Shambles and Perfection compatible! 
'This ſuggeſtion may ſuffice of itſelf, to point out to every reader 
ol reflection, the difficulty and hinge of the queſtion, viz, Whe- 
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cher evi does not radically and unalterably enter into the fy- 
ſtem of this world? It ought alſo to baniſh, or at leaſt abate, 
that perſonal animoſity, on account of contrariety of ſenti- 
ment, ſo unworthy of many of thoſe who harbour it. 


: PEACE. 


451ĩ„ 


Rx run x, ſweet Praer, and ſhed thy glories round, 
And fpread thy fair wings o'er this troubled iſle; 
No more let carnage ſtain the fruitful ground, 
And blood the works of Heaven's hand deſile. 


Shall diſcord drive the mild ey'd maid away, 
And faction ſtrike thee with her iron hand? 
+ Shall havoc mock thee en the crimſon'd way, 
Confufion reign, and ruin grinning ſtand? 


Shall famine point its all-conſuming ſword, 
And miſery reach the ſmiling cottage door ? 

Shall nought remain to deck the frugal board, 
Or bleſs the humble offspring of the poor? 


* Shall the ſad widow weep her loſs in vain, * 
The little orphan vainly aſk for bread, 
Yet ſtill ſhall ſtrife and ſanctioned murder reign, 
And ſcalding tears be ſtill unheeded ſhed ? 
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LENORA, | 


A CELEBRATED GERMAN BALLAD, FROM BURGER ; 


Admirably tranſlated by the ingenious Mr. Tay1Lok of Norwich. 


Ar break of day, with frightful dreams 
Lenora ſtruggled ſore : 
"My William, art thou ſlaine, ſay'd ſhe, 
Or doſt thou love no more ? | 


He went abroade with Richard's hoſt, 
The Paynim foes to quell : 

But he no word to her had writt, 
An he were ſick or well. 


With ſowne of trump, and beat of drum, — 
His fellow-ſoldyers come; 4 
Their helmes bydeckt with oaken boughs, 
They ſeeke their long'd-for home. 


And ev'ry roade and ey'ry lane : 
Was full of old and young, 

'To gaze at the rejoicing band, 
To hail with gladfome toung. 


Thank God! their wives and children ſaice, 
Welcome!“ the brides did ſaye: 
But greete or kiſs Lenora gave | 
To none upon that daye. 


She aſkte of all the paſſing traine, 
For him ſhe wiſht to ſee: 
But none of all the paſling traine 
Could tell if lived hee. | . 
Vor. I. B 
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And when the ſoldyers all were bye, 
She tore her raven haire, 
And caſt herſelf upon the growne 
In furious deſpaire. 


Her mother ran and lyſte her up, 
My child, my child, what doſt thou ail? 
God ſhield thy life from harme !” 


* O mother, mother! William's gone! 
What's all beſyde to me? | 

There is no mercy, ſure, above! 
All, all were ſpar d but hee! 


« Knell downe, thy paternoſter ſaye, 
"Twill calm thy troubled fpright : 

The Lord is wyſe, the Lord is good; 
What hee hath done is right.” 


« O mother, mother! ſay not fo; 
Moſt cruel is my fate: 
I prayde, and prayde; but watte avayl'd ? 
*Tis now, alas ! too late.” 


* Our Hevenly Father, if we praye, 
Will help a fuff ring childe: 

Go take the holy ſacrament ; 
So ſhall thy grief grow milde, 


« O mother, what I feel within, 
No ſacrament can ſtaye; 
No ſacrament can teche the dead 
To bear the ſight of daye,” 


T 
— — —— (—-—¾ 
« May be, among the heathen folk 
Thy William falſe doth prove, 


And takes another love. 
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Then wherefore ſorrow for his loſs ? 
Thy moans are all in vain : 
And when his foul and body parte, 


« O mother, mother! gone is gone: 
My hope is all forlorne ; 


The grave mie onlye ſafeguarde is 
O, had I ne er been borne ! 


Go out, go out, my lampe of life; 
In griflie darkneſs die: 

There is no mercye, ſure, above ! 
For ever let me die.” 


« Almighty God! O do not judge 
My poor unhappy childe 

She knows not what her lips pronounce, 
Her anguiſh makes her wilde. 


My girl, forget thine earthly woe, 
And think on God and bliſs; 
For ſo, at leaſt, ſhall not thy ſoule 
Its heavenly bridegroom miſs.” 


. O mother, mother l what is bliſſe, 
And what the fiendis celle? 

With him tis heaven any where, 
Without my William, helle. 


Bj 
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Go out, go out, my lamp of life; 
In endleſs darkneſs die : 

Without him I muſt loathe the earth, 
Without him ſcorne the ſkye.” 


And ſo deſpaire did rave and rage 
Athwarte her boiling veins ; - 
Againſt the idence of Heaven 

She hurlde her impious ſtrains, 


She bet her breaſte, and wrung her hands, 
And rollde her tearleſſe eye, 

From riſe of morne, till the pale ſtars 
Again did freeke the ſkye. 


— — — _— 
— —— —— —B—— wu Hg _ - 
- 


When harke ! abroade ſhe hearde the trampe 
Of nimble-hoofed ſteed ; 

She hearde a knighte with clank alighte, 
And climb the ſtaire in ſpeede. 


And ſoon ſhe herde a tinkling hande, 
That twirled at the pin; 

And through her door, that open'd not, 
Theſe words were breathed in. 


« What ho! what ho! thy dore undoe; 
Art watching or aſleepe ? 

My love, doſt yet remember mee, 
And doſt thou laugh or weep ?” 


« Ah! William here ſo late at night! 
Oh! I have watchte and wak'd : 

Whence doſt thou come ? For thy return 
My herte has ſorely ak d.“ 


4 
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. 6 At midnight only we may ride: | 
I come o'er land and ſee: 


I mounted late, but ſoone I go; 
Aryſe, and come with me.” 


« 0 William, enter firſt my bowre, 
And give me one embrace : 
The blaſts athwarte the hawthorne hiſs; 
Awayte a little ſpace.” 


« The blaſts, athwarte the hawthorne hiſs, 
I may not harboure here; 

My ſpurre is ſharpe, my courſer pawes, 
My houre of flighte is nere. 


All as thou lyeſt upon thy couch, 
Aryſe, and mount behinde ; 

To- night we'le ride a thouſand miles, 
The bridal bed to finde.“ 


« How, ride to- night a thouſand miles? 
Thy love thou doſt bemocke: 

Eleven is the ſtroke that ſtill 
Rings on within the clacke.” 


« Looke up ; the moone is bright, and we 
Outſtride the earthlie men: 

I'll take thee to the bridal bed, 
And night-ſhall end but then.” 


« And where is, then, thy houſe and home; 
And where thy bridal bed?” 

is narrow, ſilent, chilly, dark; 
Far hence 1 reſt my head.” 


There's room enough for thee. and mee, 


All as thou ly ſt upon thy couch, 


And with her lily hands ſo pale 
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And is there any room for mee, 


Wherein that I may creepe ?” 


| Wherein that we may ſleepe. 


Aryſe, no longer ſtop ; 
The wedding gueſts thy coming waite, 
The chamber dore is ope. 


All in her farke, as there ſhe lay, 
Upon his horſe ſhe ſprung ; 


About her William clung. 


Unheeding wet or dry ; 
And hoſe and rider ſnort and blow, 


And ſparkling pebbles fl. 


-How ſwift the flood, the mead, the wood, 
Aright, aleft, are gone 

The bridges thunder as they paſs, 
But earthlie fowne is none. 


Tramp, tramp, acroſs the land they ſpeede; 
Splaſh, ſplaſh, acroſs the ſee ; 

« Hurrah! the dead can ride apace ; 
Doſt feare to ride with mee ? 


The moone is bryghte, and blue the nyghte ; 
Doſt quake the blaſt to ſtem ? 

Doſt ſhudder, mayde, to ſeeke the dead? 
« No, no, but what of them?“ 
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How glumlie ſownes yon dirgye ſong ! | 
Night-ravens flappe the wing. 4 
The pſalmes of death who fing ? 4 


It creeps, the ſwarthie funeral traine, 
The corſe is onn the beere ; 
The chaunte doth meet the eere. 


Go, bear her corſe when ufidnight's paſt, 
With ſong, and tear, and wayle ; 

I've gott my wife, I take her home, 
My howre of wedlocke hayl. 


Lead forth, O clarke, the chaunting quire, 
To ſwell our nuptial ſong : 
Come, preaſte, and reade the bleſſing ſoone; 
For bed, for bed. we long.” ö 


They heede his calle, and huſht the ſowne; 
The beere was ſeene no more; 

And followde him ore feeld and flood 
Yet faſter than before. 


Halloo ! halloo! away they goe, 
Unheeding wet or drye ; 

And horſe and rider ſnort and blowe, 
And ſparkling pebbles fiye. 


How ſwifte the hill, how ſwiſte the dale, 
Aright, aleft, are gone 

By hedge and tree, by thrope and towne, 
They gallop, gallop on. 
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Tramp, tramp, acroſs the land they ſpeede ; 
Splaſh, ſplaſh, acroſſe the ſee : 

« Hurrah ! the dead can ride apace 
Doſt fear to ride with mee ? 


Look up, look up, an airy crewe 
In roundel es reele: 

The moone is bryghte, and blue the nyghte, 
Mayſt dimlie ſee them wheele. 


Come to, come to, ye goſtlie crew, 
Come to, and. follow mee, 

And daunce for us the wedding daunce, 
When we in bed ſhall be.” 


| | And bruſh, bruſh, bruſh, the goſtlie crew 
| Come wheeling ore their heads, 

i All ruſtling like the wither'd leaves 

1 That wyde the whirlwind ſpreads. 


8 
| ; 
| | Haloo ! halloo ! away they go, 
1 Unheeding wet or dry; 


udn horſe and rider ſnort and blowe, 
| | And ſparkling pebbles flye. 


. And all that in the moonſhyne lay, 

| Behynde them fled afar ; 

And backwarde ſcudded overhead 
The ſky and every ſtar. 


| 
| 
4 
| Tramp, tramp, acroſs the lande they ſpeede; 
| | Splaſh, ſplaſh, acroſs the ſee : | 
; « Hurrah! the dead can ride apace; 
Doſt fear to ride with mee? 


: . 
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1 weene the cock prepares to crowe 3 
The ſand will ſoone be runne: 

I ſnuffe the carlye morning aire ; 
Downe, downe! our work is done. 


The dead, the dead can ryde apace; 
Oure wed-bed here is fit: 

Our race is ridde, oure journey ore, 
Oure endleſſe union knit.” 


And lo! — ods 
Soon biggens to their viewe-: 

He crackte his whyppe ; the clangynge boltes, 
The doores afunder flewe. 


They paſs, and *twas on graves they trode ; 
« *Tis hither we are bonnde :” 

And many à tombſtone goſtlie white 
Lay inn the moonſhyne round. 


And when hee from his ſteede alytte, 
His armour, black as cinder, 
Did moulder, moulder all awaye, 
. As were it. made of tinder. 


His head became a naked ſcull ; 
Nor haire nor eyne had hee: 

His body grew a ſkeleton, 
Whilome ſo blythe of blee. 


And at his drye and boney heele 
No ſpur was left to be; 
And inn his witherde hande you might 
Tube ſcythe and houre- glaſſe ſee, 
Vol. I. C 
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And lo ! his ſteede did thin to ſmoke, 
And charnel fires outbreathe ; 

And pal'd, and bleach'd, then vaniſh'd quite 
The mayde from underneathe. , ' 


And hollow howlings hung in aire, 
And ſhrekes from vaults aroſe. 
Then knew the mayde ſhe mighte no more 


Her living eyes incloſe. 


But onwarde to the judgment-ſcat, 
Thro' myſte and moonlighte dreare, 
The goſtlie crewe their flyghte perſewe, 

And hollowe inn her care ;— 


« Be patient; tho thyne herte ſhoulde breke, 
Arrayne not Heven's decree ; 

Thou nowe art of thie bodie refte, 
Thie ſoule forgiven bee !” 


* 


THE CAVE OF VICE. 


Warne ſnows eternal crown'd the barren plains, 
And loud blaſts whiſtled through the miſty air, 

Where froſty Winter fix'd his ſtern domains, 
Where all inſpired horror and deſpair ; 


Where rattling rains inceſſantly did pour, 
Where craggy rocks o'erhung the wat'ry waye, 

Where foaming billows ruſh'd againſt the ſhore, 

The guilty Vices rais'd a gloomy Cave. | 
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Firſt, fierce Revenge, arm'd with a triple ſword, 
With fiery treſles dripping faſt with gore, 
Whilſt horrid threats and curſes from her pour'd, 
Diſtends her bleeding jaws, and gapes for more. | 


And then baſe Treach'ry, with artful ſmile, =» * 
And ready dagger hid beneath his cloak, 

Poor harmleſs wretches with his art beguiles, 
And then remorſeleſs ſtrikes his bloody ſtroke. 


- 
There pining Envy, and the nightly Thief, 
With bloody Murder, who on tiptoe ſteals; 
And Diſcontent that pines in endleſs grief, 
And brutal Drunkenneſs that onward recls. 


And ſick Intemperance that ſcarce can crawl, 
And raging Malice that her ſharp teeth grind,, 
And hated Miſchief with a heart of gall, 
And Indolence that fowly creeps behind. 


Surrounded by ſuch diſciples as theſe, . 
Black gloomy Vice ſtill holds her gloomy. reign ;; 
She ſends them forth the heart of man to teaze, 


ON FAME. 


Sar, what is Fame ?—A brilliant empty ſhade, 
Like Vapours painted by the breath of Morn, 
Which chill the Mountain's brow (in clouds array'd), 
And ſtarve the head their glitt ring robes adorn. 
Ci 
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Ah ! what avail the ſlowly-moving Hearſe, 
The Shrine that Eulogy is wont to raiſe, 

The ſplendid Tomb bedeck'd with fun ral verſe,. 

- 'The ſhout of millions, or the peal of praiſe? 

O, what is Faux, enroll'd in Glory's page, | 
Purſued with vigour, and with ardour ſought, 

For which, in ev'ry clime and ev'ry age, 

The Pbet labour d and the Hero fought ?— 

Tis oft a Bubble, that thro' zther flies, 

That ſports a while, evaporates—and dies! 


Nr 
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HOW imperfe is expreſſion, 
Ardent paſſion to impart ! 

When we mean a ſoft confeſſion, 

Words but ill explain the heart. 

Yet, altho' fo well perceiving 
What I cannot thus declare, 

View my eyes, and then, believing, 
Read what your's have written there. 


Ah! if language well could render 
All for you that fills my mind, 
Love has nothing half ſo tender, 
_ Friendſhip nothing ſo refin'd. 
Abſent from you, how I languiſh ! 
Yet, when near, can nought unfold ;— 
More I dare not tell my anguiſh; 
And, perhaps, have too much told. 
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ELEGY 


ON THE DEATH OF CAPTAIN J. WOODLEY, 


1 


THE AUTHOR'S BROTHER, 


Who periſhed in the Wreck of the Lepa Frigate, off Madeira, 


on the 11th of December laſt —The greateſt part of the 


unfortunate crew of the Leda were loſt with the accom» 


pliſhed and gallant Officer who commanded ber. 
* 


* Who would not ſing for Lycidas ? be dne 

« Himſelf to fing, and build the lofty rhyme. 

He mufl not float upon bis wwat'ry bier 

« Unwept, and welter to the parching wind 

« Without the meed of ſome melodious tear. b 

Milton's Lycidas 
Wed 


Tux fateful ſcene is paſt ! the ſtorm is o rr, 
The ſuff rers now no more its blaſts aſſail, 

They fleep beneath the beaving billows roar, 
While pale Rememb'rance ſhudders o'er the tale, 


And ſhalt thou fleep—negleRed and forgot, 

Thou to my inmoſt ſoul in fondneſs twin d 

Shall cold Oblivion be Axz1on's lot, . 
Shall he unmourn'd his oozy pillow find ? | 


Was it for this, that gallant, brave, and young, 
He ſhone conſpicuous in his Country's cauſe'; - _ 
That o'er his brow the wreaths of Valour hungy 
And Envy's ſelf could not withhold applauſe ? _ 
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Ah! what avail'd the Muſe's watchful care 
To form to harmony his cultur'd mind, 
With ev'ry talent, ev'ry gift to rear, 
And brilliant wit to poliſh'd numbers join d. 


Heart-rending thought !—and can bear to tell 
In foreign climbl he met an early grave; | 
No fun'ral dirge was ſung—untoll'd his knell— 

. O'er his lov'd form was cloſ d the briny wave. 


No ſympathiſing Friends with anguiſh ſhar'd 
The laſt ſad duties of the parting hour; 
No Siſter's voice his drooping ſenſes cheer'd, 
And breath'd ſoft Comfort's mitigative pow'r. 


The ſtruggling pangs'of ebbing life are paſt— 
No hallow'd cypreſs conſecrates his bier; 

While on the ſurging waves his corſe is caſt, 

The ſea-fowl's wild note ſhricks the requiem drear. 


But he's at reſt !=—Az1on feels no more, 
'Tho' wint'ry tempeſts rend the troubled main; 
For bim Life's vague, perplexing maze is o'er, 


But what can ſoothe a Parent's waſting grief, 
What opiate lull a Siſter's heartfelt woes? 

No trivial lenitive bere brings rclief, 

No common balm the wounds of Friendſhip cloſe. - * 


One roof, one boſom nurſ*d our early love, 

In Life's gay morn our joys were ſtill the ſame : 
Dime taught the rip ning union to improve, 

And join' d the ſocial and fraternal claim. 
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Dark is the ſcene beyond the ſilent Grave, 

No cheering light directs the Wand'rer's way, 
Yet there, if Love a ling'ring ſpark can ſave, 
E'en there ve {till ſhall own its tender ſway. 


The facred ties of Nature ſtill ſhall bind, 

Still ſhall Her voice revive th' enember'd fire 
Faithful in death, our hearts be ſtill conjoin'd, 
Nor c'en with life the hallow'd flame expire. 


7 


PARAPHRASE 
or 


Ma. GREY's LATIN ODE, 


WRITTEN AT THE GRAND CHARTREUSE, 


« Oh tu ſeveri religio loci,” c. 


* 


BY MR. MARSH. 


Whoe'er thou art that ruPſt with ſway ſupreme 
The lonely horrors of this wild retreat, 

(For *midſt each hoary woed and fainted ſtream, 
No common God has fix d his choſen feat) ; 


Tho' to thy name no ſtately pile aſpires, 

Within whoſe womb-the-poliſh'd marble ſhines ; 
No holy veſtals watch immortal fires, 

No ſacred treaſures gild the fplendid ſhrines ; 


While o'er the rough rocks, rude cliffs, and ſavage hills, 
With ſacred dread the ſodnding footſtep moves, 
Who does not know, no vulgar influence fills 
This wild of waters, and this gloom of groves? 


* 


4 
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Oh! how invok'd, for this thy ſuppliant prays, 
That here his wearied youth may gently grow; 

That theſe bleft ſhades may ſcreen his future days, 
Alike from human life and human woe. 


it 


But ſhould imperious fate the hoon deny, 
The only beon the ling'ring pilgrim craves, 
Should fortune doom him ſtill again to try 
The ſtorms that brood amidſt her boiſt rous waves; 


Oh, grant him, Genius, in your filent bow'rs, 
Far from each hated toil, each vulgar ſtrife, 
In ſolitude to wear his later hours, 
And glide unconſcious down the tide of life. 


* 
. = 


THE PLUNDERED BOY. 


—— — — — 


Young Cu rid, on a muſk-roſe bed, 
His little dapper body flung ; 
While pendant o er his curly head, 
On jeſs mine bough his quiver hung: 


” Young Ixssv, freſher than the May, 
And purer than the mountain ſnow, 
Approach'd the Godhead where he lay, 
And from the branches ſnatch'd his bow. 


The fleeping Boy, with feather'd dart, 
She tickled light on ruddy cheek ; 

* You wound, faid ſhe, © my little heart; 
When ?—you diſabled urchin—fpeak ! 
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© When ?—cry'd the bluſhing boy, alarm'd ! 
Ah! when indeed—alas ! or how 


© What ! laugh you too at love difarm'd ? 
Why then, exulting damſcl—now ! 


A bow ſee here! from myrtle lopp'd ; 
* A quiver from my wing afford ; 


* And lo! your garter, newly dropp'd, 
I ſeize on for a ſilken cord 


And yet that breaſt, ſo foft and fair, 
6 To torture, Ixssv, were a fin : 

But plunder'd—challeng'd—have a care, 
* 'Twang !—pretty maiden—is it in? 


In? in?— Yes! yes! unerring boy, 
And prithee let it there remain; 

© I wou'd not looſe the painful joy; 
Oh no nor yet the pleaſing pain. 


Dr 


BUXTON WELLS. 
In Buxton Wells the Body's pain 
Haply ſome tranſient eaſe may find; 
But Lethe, fweet Oblivion's ſtream, 
Can only heal the wounded mind. 


Vol. I. D 
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ELEGY TO A RED-BREAST. 


BY MR. MARSH, 


| — 


Interea, dum fata finunt, jungamus amore, 
Fam veniet tenebris mors adoperta caput. 
Tisur. EL I. I. 


_ 8 _ . _— - 
w4 , 
— 


i 1 


SWEET Bird! that cheereſt with thy ſimple ſong 
The filent glooms of Winter's dreary reign ; 

Ah! yet awhile that pretty note prolong, 
Perchance my Delia liſtens to thy ſtrain. 


And let it ſteal into that gentle breaſt, 

Thy little ſtrains that gentle breaſt will move ; 
Dear is the Bird, that ſings of Pity beſt 

To her who only is a foe to Love. 


Then fing, how ſoon the vernal beauties fade, 
By-ruthleſs ſtorms their rip'ning bloſſoms torn ; 

ln vain ſhe wooes, amid the gathering ſhade, 
The gales of Evening, or the dews of Morn : 


How Life's tern winter like the winds ſhall rage, 
Like them will riot on her roſy charms ; 
Then bid her, if ſhe fears the blaſts of Age, 
To ſeek a ſhelter in her Lover's arms. 


So ſhall repeated gifts of fruits and flowers 
Reward the ſervice of thy tuneful tongue ; 


My pious care ſhall watch thy wintry hours, 
My Delia's fondneſs guard thy callow young 
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So ſhall thy ſimple warblings charm the grove, - 
For Venus' ſelf her guardian aid ſhall lend, 
And the ſweet Bird, whoſe carols favour d Love, 
In grateful Love ſhall ever find a friend, 


Then tell her, that her true love ne'er ſhall fail, 
Till mute his tongue, in death his boſom cold ; 
'Thy ſong perchance may ſpeak a tenderer tale, 
But ah ! a truer never yet was told. 


PASTORAL BALLAD. 


— 


BY ANNA SEWARD. 
O, ſhare my Cottage, deareſt Maid !— 
Beneath a mountain, wild and high, 
It neſtles, in a ſilent glade, 
And Wye's clear currents wander by, 


Each tender care, each honeſt art 

Shall chaſe all future want from thee, 
When thy ſweet lips conſent unpart. 

To climb theſe ſteepy hills with me. 


Far from the City's vain parade, 
No ſcornful brow ſhall there be ſcen ; 


No dull Impertinence invade, 
Nor Envy baſe, nor ſullen Spleen, 


'Dij 
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The ſhadowy rocks which circle round 
From ſtorms ſhall guard our ſylvan cell; 
And there ſhall ev'ry joy be ſc und 
That loves in peaceful vales to dwell, 


When late the tardy ſun ſhall peer, 
And faintly gild yon little ſpire; 

When nights are long, and :r0's ſevere, 
And our clean hearth is briaht with fire, 


Sweet tales to read —ſweet ſongs to fing !— 
O, they ſhall drovrn the wind and rain, 
1 F'en till the ſoften'd ſeaſon bring 


Merry ſpring-time back again! 


Then hawthorns, flow'ring in the glen, 
Shall guard the warbling plumy throng ; 
Nor boaſt the buſy haunts of men 
So fair a ſcene, fo ſweet a fong. 


Thy arms the new-yeand lamb will ſhield, 
And to the ſunny ſhelter bear; 

While o'er the rough and breathing field 
My hands impe! the gleaming ſhare. 


Ne'er doubt our wheaten ears will riſe, 
And full their yellow harveſt glow ; 

Then prove, with me, the ſprightly joys 
That Love and Induſtry beſtow. 


Their jocund power can baniſh ſtrife, 
Her clouds no paſſing day will ſee, 
Since all the leiſure hours of life 
Shall ſtill be ſpent in plcaſing thee, 
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« 
TO THE SNOW-DROP. 


BY THE REV, JOHN BIDLAKE, OF PLYMOUTH, 


Cn1LD of the wintry hour! ah! doom'd to truſt 
"Thy tender beauties to inclement ſkies! 
Firſt off ring of the year, 
And harbinger of Spring 
Cradl'd in friendly greens, how penfive droops 
Thy nodding head! while in thy bafhful eye, 
As mournſul of thy fate, 
Hangs ſad a pearly tear. 


Companion of Adverſity! like thee, 
To dangers rough conſign'd, the new-dropt Lamb, 
With unſtain'd fleece and ſoft, 
Preſſes thy verdant bank. 
Alas! in this bad world, nor Innocence 
Secures from biting Slander's pois'nous 1 
Nor Gentleneſs itſelf, 
Her virgin- ſiſter meek. 


The temper mild, that knows not how to frown, 
Nor of harſh rule the ſceptre how to wield, 

Is form'd to fink before 

The boiſt'rous Paſhons' rage. 
Alas! like thee, poor injur'd Flavia bloom'd, 
The ſweeteſt bud of unſuſpicious Youth ! 

Like thee, all purity, 

Like thee, to ſtorms conſign d. 
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But ah! ſhe felt the rude unpitying breath 

Of Malice, keener than the wintry winds ; 
And ſhrunk beneath the blaſt, 
That never, never fpares. 

Poor early victim of its pow'r, ſhe ſunk 

Pitied, believ'd, and mourn'd, alas! too late; 
Chill'd by the icy touch 
And early foot of Death. 


Oft' as thy chaſte, thy unaſſuming face 
Shall deck the morning of the naſcent year, 
This wounded breaſt ſhall heave 
With pangs of cureleſs grief, 
When painful Mem'ry tells how ſoon ſhe fell, 
And hapleſs palſs'd, like thee, fair ſpotleſs Flow's ! 
Her little life, forlorn, 
Amid the wilds of Fate. 


ADDRESS OT THE DEITY. 


BY LOENZO DE MEDICI. 


TRANSLATED BY MR. ROQSCOE, 


All Nature hear the facred ſong ! 
Attend, O Earth ! the folemn ſtrain : 
Ye whirlwinds wild that ſweep along ! 
Ye darkening ſtorms of beating rain! 
Umbrageous glooms, and foreſts drear, 
And ſolitary deſarts, hear 
Be ſtill, ye winds ! whilſt to the Maker's praiſe 
The creature of his power aſpires his voice to raiſe 
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O!] may the ſolemn breathing ſound, 
Like incenſe, riſe before the throne, 
When he, whoſe glory knows no bound, 
Great Cauſe of all things! dwells alonc. 
"Tis he I fing, whoſe powerful hand 
Balanc'd the ſxies, outſpread the land; 
Who ſpoke from Ocean's ſtores ſweet waters came, 
And burſt reſplendent forth the heaven- aſpiring flame. 
One general ſong of praiſe ariſe 
To him, whoſe goodneſs ceaſeleſs flows; 
Who dwells enthron'd beyond the ſkies, 
And life and breath on all beſtowe. 
Great Source of intellect! his ear 
Benign receives our vows ſincere. 
Riſe then my active powers, your taſk fulfil, 
And give to him your praiſe, reſponſive to my will. 
Partaker of that living ſtream 
Of light, that pours an endleſs blaze, 
O! let thy ſtrong reflected beam, 
My underſtanding, ſpeak his praiſe ; 
My ſoul, in ſtedfaſt love ſecure, 
Praiſe him whoſe word is ever ſure : 
To him, ſole juſt, my ſenſe of right incline,” 
Join every proſtrate limb, my ardent ſpirit, join 
Let all of good this boſom fires, 
To him, ſole good! give praiſes due; 
Let all the truth himſelf in{pires, 
Unite to ſing him, only true. 
To him my ev'ry thought aſcend ; 
To him my hopes, my wiſhes, bend. 
From carth's wide bounds let louder hymns 2riſe, 
And kis on word convey the pious ſacrifice, 
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In ardent adoration join'd, 
Obedient to thy holy will, 
Let all my faculties combin'd, 
Thy juſt deſire, O God! fulſil. 
From thee deriv'd, Eternal King ! 
To thee qur nobleſt powers we bring; 
O] may thy hand direct our wand'ring way, 
O! bid thx ght ariſe, and chaſe the clouds away. 
Final Spirit! whoſe command 
Light, liſe, and being, gave to all; 
O!] hear the creature of thy hand, 
Man, conſtant on thy goodneſs, call. 
By fire, by water, air, and earth, | 
That foul to thee that owes its birthz 42 
By theſe, he ſupplicates thy bleſt repoſe, -.-.; 7 
Abſent from thee, no reſt his 3 \ 


ON READING THE VOTE OF THE HOUSE OF COMMONS, 
PASSED MARCH 15. 1796. 


£ 


Did then the bold Slave rear at laſt the ſword 
Of vengeance ? drench'd he deep its thirſty blade 
In the foul boſom of his tyrant Lord? | 
Oh! who can blame him? thro' the midnight ſhade . 
Still on his torturꝰd memory ruſh'd the thought 
Of every paſt delight—his native grove, 
Friendſhip's beſt joys, and Liberty and Love: 
All loſt— for ever! then Rememb'rance —_— 
His foul to madneſs : round his reſtleſs bet 
- Freedom's pale ſpectre lake K-with a ern nile 
Pointing the wounds of Slavery, the while 
She ſhook her clanking chains, and hung her head, 
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No more he pours to Heaven his ſuppliant breath; 
But ſweetens with revenge the draught of death, 


— 


ADDRESS TO THE POWERS AT WAR. 


BY THE AUTHOR OF THE © ODE TO WAR.” 


Duid miſeros toties in aperta pericula civit 
Projicis, o Latio caput horum et cauſa malorum ? 3 


Nulla ſalus bello: PACEM Tz yosciuvs OMNES. 
Viss. EN. XI. 360. 


While yet ſome vigour in my veins, 
Ere Age, that gradual on me gains, 
** - Univelcome giſts beſtow, 
The treble voice, the palſi'd hand, 
The limbs that totter as they ſtand, 
And locks that mimic ſnow, 


Though under ſkies oft overcaſt, 7 
Where reigns the Eaſt's rheumatic blaſt, 
And floods untimely fall, 
By Indignation's zeal inſpir'd, 
And by the noble ſubject fir'd 
To WARRING Fow'ns U call; 


The Muſe's melody invoke, 

To ſing what millions long have ſpoke, 
Its energy increaſe— 

But unaſſiſted, all alone, 

Not leg undaunted were my tone, 


As advocate for PrAcz. 
Vor. I. 


" 
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x Taurn, ſo far like her rival Faux, 
i At firſt a tiny, timid Dame, 

} { With puny pace proceeds; 

| 


| it | Oft under ExRon's blows ſhe ſmarts, 
100 ; -Oft pierc'd by PersEcUTION's darts, 
0 ll She falls, ſhe faints, ſhe bleeds ; 
(WR Till Tins, her flow but ſtedlaſt friend, 
11 | With wings and fcythe, come to defend 
l 1 | f From overpow' ring foes. 

10 | [ By him ſupperted in her courſe, 

| | | | At every ſtep ſhe gathers force, 

100 And to a Gopprss grows, 


Stronger in voice, tho' ſweeter far, 


Mile: Than the hoarſe bellowing God or Wan, 
th | h In front ſhe matches Jovx, 

1 MINERVA in the eagle-eye, 

| il i In beauty may with Venus vie, 

| | it In comelineſs with Love. | 

Mill 


Then Pzzjupict,'DEcePTION then, 

Are hunted from the haunts of men, 
To dark oblivion hurl'd ; 

Victorious every where ſhe flies, 

Bids Juſtice reign, bids Merit riſe, 
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1 Illumes and rules the world. 

101 By 

| i N Should thoſe who guide my Country's pow'r, 
| 1 4 Diſdainful on theſe ſtanzas low'r, 

| 10 1 F The proſfer'd counſel ſpurn ; 

| "We | Proud, from a ſenſe of reQitude, 

l TH My object univerſal good, 

Witt I the contempt return, 

il 
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Propitious rather let them hear, 

Impartiality revere, 

The peaceful project weigh 

Nor fear I mean to ſhake the State, 

Or that the unruly Democrate 
Can profit by the lay. 

* * * * | 

O ye! who countleſs legions bring 

To fields where renovated Spring 
In early bloom is found, 

Before the battle's ſignal giv'n, 

Survey, a while the face of Heav'n, 
And yet unbloody ground ;— 


* 


Averted, do not ſeck to ſhun 
The ſight of that aſcending Sun, 
But on him fondly gaze ; 
With godlike grandeur ſee him riſe, 
What ſplendour in the kindling ſkies !- 
What glory in his rays! 


The heathen uninſtructed crowd 
To him 1idolatrouſly. bow d, 
Or Fire for him ador'd ; 
No wonder they who felt hig.courſe, 
Was both of light and food He ſource, 
Miſtook him for uis Lok. 


Unwearied he from clime to clime, 

'The great chronologer of time, 
Purſues his arduous way; 

And tho' the. unthinking nothing * 

Thus, to the philoſophic ear, 
Exclaims the sT AR of DAY ;— 


E ij 


. 
| 


« He who from Chaos faſhion'd Earth, 
And bowl'd her, when he gave her birth, 
Mongſt planetary ſpheres, 
+ Meant (all his attributes proclaim) 
A happy, favour'd orb to frame, 
And not a vale of tears. 


« But Prieſtcraft, and Oppreſſion's rod, 
Combine to thwart the will of God; 
Ambition too conſpires; 
And while they rule in purple robe, 
From the dup'd, deſolated globe, 
Felicity retires.” 


Muſt his perverted influence, 

"Thirſt, fever, and fatigue diſpenſe 
To that embattel'd plain: 

So that innoxious but the beam, 


That ſerves to make the weapon gleam, 
Or putrify the ſlain. 


Obſerve how in the ſheltering grove 
Enamour'd ſongſters warble love, 
How flow'rs to Zephyr wave; 
The ſoldier's dirge mean thoſe to chaunt? 
| "Theſe did the hand of Nature plant 
To grace his wretched grave ? 


'The offspring of the lowing race- 

No more with awkward, frolic pace, 
Accompanies his Cam ; 

No more the feeling eye delights 

That pleaſanteſt of rural ſights, 
The Enceling, ſucking lamb: 
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They and their parents from the green, 
To ſtore the nauſeous magazine, 
Robb'd of a happy life; 
The young, the middle-ag'd, the old, 
All bought with the contractor's gold, 
That whets the butcher's knife, 


The nobleſt animal, the horſe, 

Fit for the carriage-or the courſe, 
Compell'd his field to quit, 

To drag along, with panting breath, 

The heavy miniſters of death, 
Reluctant, muſt ſubmit; 


Or, by the cavalier beſtrode, 

And, catching ſpirit from his load, 
From harmleſs, warlike grown; 
Behold him paw, and fretful prance, . 
Keen 'gainſt his fellows to advance, 

With fury not his own. 


Bur chicfly view that iron ſcene, 

Where thick battalions hide the green, 
With tactic art arrang'd; 

Jo be, when hiſſing bullets ſmite, 

Or cloſe the criſis of the fight, - 
How lamentably chang'd! _ 


From the recruits, a motley band, 

The nice diſcriminating hand, 
CulPd ſtature, health, and force; 

Theſe to devouring War conſign' d, 

And left diſeaſe and age behind, 
For reproduction's ſource. 
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Selection, fatal to the race, 
That muſt degenerate apace, 
In time may wholly fail; 
Perſpective that my ſoul delights 
For, tyrant-man extinct, the rights 
Of ourag'd brutes prevail. 


Uncurs'd with reaſon or with pride, 


Inſtinct, their never erring guide, 
They .Nature's laws fulfill; 

He, by factitious paſſions fir d, 

Employs the talents ſhe inſpir d, 
To counteract her will: 


Aſſiſts deſtruction, lifles birth, 
Diſpeoples and disſigures earth, 
His wants like Hydra riſe; 
Their cravings conſtantly torment, 
He paſſes life in diſcontent, 
And yet unwilling dies. 


Electric ſtrife in high abodes, 

when from colliſion it explodes, 
Conducted by no ſxill, 

Oft humbles with a random ſtrole, 

The tow'ring ſpire, or giant-bak, 
But ſeldom ſtoops to kill. 


Its chymic imitator, art,” 
Can with preciſe direction dart, 
Its bolts at pleaſure ſhape ; 
Alike the brave and coward fall, 
The diſtant ſlaughter'd by the ball, 
The nearer by the grape. 


* 
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| Yet theſe tremendous tubeꝭ of braſs, 
The flender inſtruments ſurpaſa, 
Which weakeſt ſhoulders rear; 
By each is double miſchief done, 
It fires, preſented, as a gun, 
Puſh'd, pierces as a ſpear. 


Gaul] you firſt taught the graphie art 
Quick information to impart, 
The human bird to ſoar, 
Dare, in the gas- inflated orb, 
The ſlecping thunder to diſturb, 
And wond'riug clouds explore. 


Sublime diſcoveries, that claim 

"The plaudits of approving Fame, 
But never can atone, 

For the inſatiate Guillotine, 

Or War's moſt murderous machine, 
The weapon of Bayonne. 


They, whom their deſtiny has led, 

To die on Honour's crimſon-bed, 
No trifling boon obtain; 

If ſtopp'd at once ſome. vital part, 

If the big bullet burſt the heart, 
Or diſſipate the brain. 


For they, extended on the ground, 
Struck by an undeciſive wound, 
Muſt lingering agonize; 


From their torn veins life's currents pour, 
Faint, thirſty, ſuccour they implore, 
With difregarded cxies. 


e Cc 
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DiſtraRed in the furious fray, 
Contending for the doubtful day, 
And all compaſſion fled, 
Ev'n their companions paſs them by, 
And crowds that or-purſue or fly, 
UnhezCing on them tread. 


Not ſo the kind ſagacious ſteed, 

His eye marks where the wounded bleed 
106 lil (To Man ſevere reproof), 

1 Ils ſtep he regulates with care, 

10141 110888 That to the proſtrate he may ſpare 

| The preſſure of his hoof. 


— o 
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While thus encountering hoſts engage, 
me And all Bellona's tcrrors rage, 
1 | K Death claps his ſable wings, 
j ö Exulting hovers o'er the plain; 
a And, careleſs who the battle gain, 
He nis te deum ſings. 
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i "0 Ye continental Kings! beware; 

| il The deep and dubious game forbear, 
The fateful feud compoſe ; 

Think what the iſſue, if you fail, 

And balance in an equal ſcale 


Your forces and your foes: 


1 ay which from principle enroll'd, 
e And which ſeduc'd by crimps, or gold? 
; 1 The candid anfwer make, 

045 1 | Your troops, by that criterion try'd, 

. War, as the queſtion ycu decide, 

11 | Continue or ſorſake. 


# 1 
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The enthuſiaſt nation, right or wrong. 
Is ſupernaturally ſtrong, . : 
By no defeat diſmay d, 
Superior ſtrength and ſkill it braves, 
Unleſs its force by fools or knaves 
Milſmanag'd, or betray'd. 


TzuTH fo far like ber rival Faux, ] See the celebrated 
deſcription of her in Virgil, Aneid IV. 174. 
 Mibilitate viget, vireſque acquirit eundo, 
Parva mctu primo, mor ſeſe adtellit in aurar, 4 
Trgrediturgue ſolo, et caput inter nuzilu condit. 
Corp Di x x x  mmnw_— 


FRIENDSHIP. 5 


BY DR. HAWKESWORTH. 


FrIENDSHIP is the joy of Reaſon, 
No leſs dear than that of Love ! 


Love but laſts a flecting ſeaſon 
FRIENDSAI?P, like the bliſs above! 


Who would loſe the ſecret pleaſure, 
Felt, when ſoul with ſoul unites ? 

Other bleſſings have their meaſure, 
FRIENDSUIP without bound delights ! 


Vol. I, | F 
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HUMANITY's. POWER. 


How delightful the ſeaſon of May, 
When zephyrs come ſmiling along ! 
The meadows how Powe and gay 
How ſweet is the nightingale's ſong ! 
The groves fragrant odours exhale, 
When refreſh'd by the ſtill-dropping ſhower ; 
And ſweet is the eglantine galc, 7 
But ſweeter Humanity's power. 


When Summer, refulgent array'd, 
Darts fiercely his vertical beam, 
How welcome the tremulous ſhade ! 
How refreſhing the cryſtaline ſtream ! 
The breezes ſoft tranſports beſtow, 
As they glide o'er the jeſſamine bower, 
Put more grateful the pleaſures which flow 
From gentle Humanity's power. 


What can charm like fair Autumn's mild ray, 
When the fields their rich treaſures reſign ? 

Or what greater beauty diſplay ; 
Than the ſmooth poliſh'd fruit of the vine 

6% th Is there aught like the morning can pleaſe ? 

WAY Or the ſmile of the ſun-ſetting hour ? 

9 Ves, far more engaging than theſe 

| | | \% Are the beams of Humanity's power. 


1 More mild than che calm vernal ſcene, 

1 More grateful than Summer retreats, 

1 | | { More engaging than Autumn ſerene, 

| 1 5 Whew Nature her promiſe completes, 
f mr 
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More gentle than zephyr's ſoft wind. 
And more ſweet than the jeſſamin's flower, 
Are the joys of the tranquiliz'd mind 
Which glows with Humanity's power. 


THE COTTAGE OF CONTENT. 


A SONG. 
Ix a cottage I live, and the cot of content, 
As its roof, neither lofty nor low, 
May boaſt that tis bleſs'd, like a patriarch's tent, 
With all the kind gods can beſtow. 
"Tis a ſtation which yields me a ſpring of delight, 
Which lordlings may envy to ſee ; 
And a king might behold it, and ſay, “ does this wight 
A bleſſing poſſeſs more than me 7” 


My tenement ſtands on the brow of a hill, 
Where on mammon and pride I look down: 

While the cuckoo's note, join'd with the clack of the mill, 
prefer to the clack of the town, 

Of my houſe I'm the ſovereign, my wife is my queen, 
And ſhe rules while ſhe ſeeks to obey :— 

Thus the autumn of life, like the ſpring-tide ſerene, 
Makes December as cheerful as May. 


1 lie down with the lamb, and I riſe with the lark, 
Health, ſpirits, and vigour to ſhare ; 
For I fallen my pillow no thorns in the dark, 
Which the deeds of the day planted there; 
ij 


44 FUGITIVE PIECES, 
Om —— ——Z—Z—Z—K— 
Yet let not the egotiſt boaſt of his bliſs, 
Nor to felf be life's comfort confin'd, 
As he certainly merits all bleſſimgs to miſs, 
Who has no ſocial impulſe of mind. 
For my friend I've a board, I've a bottle and bed, 
And more welcome that friend if he's poor; 
Nor ſhall he who lobks up for a flice of my bread, 
Though a ſtranger, be ſhut from my door. 


No ſervant I ſtint, nor put key on my cock, 
To fave a poor horn of ſmall beer; 

Nor butt'ry, nor pantry diſgrac'd with a lock, 
Shall proclaim that all old Gripe-all ſtarves here; 

For the miſer on bolts and on bars may depend, 
To keep thieves and robbers at bay, 

But domeſtic attachment my houſe ſhall defend, 
From freebooters by night and by day. 


- 
* - 
* 


DISAPPOINTMENT, 


A SONNET. 


What form tremendous, burſting from a cloud, 
Preſents itſelf to my diſtemper'd view ? 
My terror ſtricken mind, tho' once fo proud, 
Shrinks from the fight, nor dares its hopes renew. 


For-clad in all his terrors, well I know 
The gloomy fiend, fell Difappointment's lour, 

His pale face haggard with fucceffive wot 

I fecl, I feel, his ſoul diſtreſſing power. 
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Fond viſionary Hope I long careſt, | 
Pleas'd with her bright deceptive meteor fires ; 
Yet ſhe who oft has warm'd my youthful breaſt, 
At his abhorr'd approach reluctantly retires ; 
Leaves me alone the weight of life to bear, 
A prey to Diſappointment and Deſpair. 


STANZAS ON A WITHERED LEAF, 


WHICH WAS BLOWN INTO THE BOSOM OF THE AUTHOR»s- 
PaLz, wither'd wand'rer, ſeek not here 
A refuge from the boiſt rous ſky :— 
This breaſt affords no happier cheer 
Than the rude blighting breeze you fly, 


Cold is the atmoſphere of grief, 

When ftorms aſſail the heaving breaſt : 
Go, then, poor cxile, ſeek relief 

In boſoms where the heart has reſt ;- 


Or fall upon th' oblivious ground 
Where ſilent ſorrows buried lie: 

There reſt is ſurely to be found — 
Or what, alas, to hope have 1! 


Where, ſepulch'red in peace, repoſe, 
In yonder field, the village dead: 
Go, ſeek a ſhelter among thoſe 
Who all their mortal tears have ſhed. 
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But, if thou com'ſt a Sybil”s lH, 
Such as did erſt high truths declare, 
To tell me Soon ſhall end my grief, 

I bleſs the omen that you bear; 


For, ſure thou tell'ſt me, that n woe 

An end like 2hine, at length ſhall have; 
That, worn like thee, and waſted ſo, 

I fink into the peaceful grave! 


Then come, thou meſſenger of peace; 
Come, lodge within this troubled breaſt, 

And lie there— till we both ſhall ceaſe ' 
To ſeek in vain for Nature's reſt. 


* 


——— 
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THE SEA-SIDE SONNET. 


BY MR. PRATT. 
On the brink of the beach, as I ſilently roam'd,. 
My ſorrows I mark'd on the wave- ſoſtened ſand, 
Loud blew the wild winds, and the white billows foam'd, 
And threw the ſalt fleeces of ſurf on the ſtrand. 


Eaſt flow'd in the tide, yet regardleſs I ſtood, 
And felt the white billows advance to my feet, 
The ſand-marks of ſorrow were loſt in the flood, 
And the ſpray of the ſtorm on my bare boſom beat. 


In the ſtory of woe not a thought could I trace, 
Not the wreck of a word, and I ſaid to the ſea, 
Ah, if thus you the ſtory of woe can efface, 
« Your bounty might ſure be extended to me. 
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« If e'er I remain on thy billow- beat ſhore, 
« No friend near at hand, in falſe pity to ſave, 
« My woes, like their ſtory, would quickly be o'er, 
« And both owe to thee, foaming Ocean, a grave.“ 


The billows roll'd on, when ſomething within, 
More ſtrong than the Ocean thus ſeem'd to reply, 
% Man no murder ſhall do; e'en in ſorrow tis ſin;“ 
1 felt the command and obey'd with a ſigh. 


-ODE TO INDEPENDENCE. 


BY GEORGE DYER. 


Tookr, though I boaſt no laureat ſkill, 
And court no patron of my ſong, + mr 
Yet gen'rous paſſions thro* my boſom thrill, 
And FREE my numbers roll along. 
n'd, No more in peaceful vales or liſt'ning groves, | 
I ſing, in rural eaſe, the roſy Loves, is 
Or, captive of ſome warbling far, 
Pour the ſad ſonnet or the tender air. 
Now FAxex takes her viſion'd flight, 
And climbs ſome mountain's ruder height, 
Where whilom MopreD wak'd th' impaſſion'd Rraing— 
Where in wild ſtate young INDEPENDENCE reigng— 
Or whence CARACHAcus, from AIP — 
Shook proud defiance on the foe; 
There Faxe r roves, unſeen the buſy things 
That ſlutter round the ear of ſell- admirirg KixGs ! 
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And now enwrapt in wilder trance, 
Darts ſhe wide the piercing ken, 
And views Corruption's bloated form advance, 
Then haſtens to her wizard den. | 
"Thus Britons ſoon ſhall ſee the hag retire, 
And her vile brood of creeping luſts expire. 
Though ſtill around unholy dews 
Through faireſt regions ſhe diffuſe, 
Lo! Truth emits her orient ray, 
And ſtruggles into glorious day. 
Quick, quick, ſhall glide the circling years around, 
And Freedom's triumphs through the world reſound: 
Honour ſhall lead along a blameleſs train, 
And Juſtice hold her golden reign. 
There are who conquering gain no true renown, 
And ſome, who vanquiſh'd now, may claim the Patriot's 
crown. 


THE FORTIETH-ODE-OF ANACREON 


| IMITATED. 
As Cupid one day braided poſies, 
Beauty's treſſes to adorn, 
A Bee conceal'd among the roſes 
Pierc'd his finger like a thorn, * 
The little urchin in a paſſion 
To his Goddeſs-mother ran, 
And, half-choak'd with indignation, 
Deeply ſobbing, thus began : 
« A winged ſerpent, ſmall and ugly, 
« Which the ſhepherds call a bee, 
« Feaſting in a roſe-bud ſnugly, 
With his ſting has poiſon'd me. 


- 
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« See with torture how I languiſh ! 
« See how ſwollen are mine eyes 
« Quickly, mother, heal my anguiſh, 
« Or thy fav'rite Cupid dies.” | 
Venus, on the ſtripling ſmiling, 
Gently raifing up his head, 
(Kiſſes ſweet the pain beguiling) 
Tapp'd his cheek, and archly faid : 
« Learn a leſſon, little rover, 
« From this agonizing ſmart : 
« Learn to pity the poor lover, 
« Wounded by thy venom'd dart ; 
« When your idle pranks to ſhelter, 
„Mid Lovisa's ſmiles you lie, 
« And ſhoot your arrows helter-ſkelter, , 
« Tipt with light'ning from her eye.” 


ROYALTY IN DISTRESS. 


TAKE me, ScoTIA, to thy arms, 


Thy friendly arms, O ſtreach to me ; 
My native land hath loſt her charms, 
From Gallia's ſhore I come to thee : 
From Gallia's once dear fprightly ſhore, 
I fly to thee, her ancient friend: 

Ah! ope the hoſpitable door; 

Wilt thou a royal head defend ? 
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The purple ſtream and delug'd plains, 


So late the terror of my eyes, 


My wounded breaſt the- ſhock retains, 
And ev'ry hope of pleaſure dies . 

Can Scotia hear my mournful tale, 
And Scotia not afford relief ? 

Ah! let the ſound of woe prevail, 
With pity ſooth my rooted grief. 

A brother's blood, ſtill reeking, fills 

A brother's ſoul with dark diſmay ; 
Ah, dread ! dread thoughts my boſom chills, 
And waſtes to death my living clay, 
Scarce doth the bliſs of fleep repel, 
For one ſhort hour, the ſource of woe: 
O ſweet repoſe ! how ſweet thy ſpell, 
To them who racking anguiſh know. 
Hard is my fate, though yet I live; 
Heart-reding grief, heart-gnawing pain 
Is all the joys that life can give, 

Is all the bliſs from Ife I gain. 

Why to a crown fo near allicd ? 

Why to high titles was I born ? 

In humbler life I might have joy'd, 
Nor e'er been from my country torn. 


Ah! canſt thou, Scotia, e er deny 

A ſtruggling Prince protection's roof ? 
Ah ! canſt thou hut ſoft Pity's eye, 
Or from my ſorrows ſtand aloof ? 

Can Scotia hear my mournſul tale, 
And Scotia not afford relief? 

Ah! let the ſound of woe prevail, 
With pity ſooth my rocted grict, 
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Old Scotia hears thee, hears thee cry, 

Nor ſhuts on thee ſoft Pity's ear; 

She bids thee dry up Sorrow's eye, 

Nor ſhed again the burning tear : 

Come to our land, where Peace abounds, . 
Where dire Oppreſſion dreads to dwell,” 
Where Juſtice goes her awful rounds, 

As death-doomed mortals oft can tell. 


Tur BaiTisu SUBJECTS To Tar Baitisn KING. 
AN ADDRESS rox PEACE. 


Can GeorGe, our Kin, refuſe to hear 

His FAITHFUL SUBJECTS plantive call? 
Ah! canſt thou, Sire, refuſe a tear, 

Wurd - THOUSAND OF THY PEOPLE FALL {! 


Our ſouls are harrow'd up with geief, 
Grim horror ſtalks before our view, 

Can George, our king, with-hold relief? 
We only claim Affection's due. 


We come not as = howling mob, 

With beliowing ſhout, to force our aim; 
This would from thee glory rob, 

And check the progreſs of thy fame, 


Ours be the mild, the gentle way, 
To ſupplicate a gracious King; 
To crave again the cheering ray 
That ſweet returning Peace muſt bring. 
"7 WM 
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Look through this widow'd land, O King 
And mark the moving ſcenes around :— 


Contemplate then the ſhocking ſpring 
From whence ſo many ills redound. 


Our CniLDREN AND OUR FATHERS DIE ! 
Sad victims ta the monſter WAR; 
Our Wipows AND ounx ORPHANS CRY | 


And Echo wafts the ſound afar. 


O mighty George! aſſuage the flood 
That ſweeps thy fellow mortals down; 
Dry up the crimſon tide of blood; 
Tus will enrich thy rubied crown. 


Tis not a coward dread of war, 

Us proitrates thus before thy throne ; 
Invading armies from afar 
Shall neath our ready weapons groan. 


Let not our ſuit preſumptive ſeem. — 

All humble, as the earth, we lie ; 

Our woes are more than fright'ning dream ; 
O view us with a tender eye. 


Aſt but the feelings of thy heart, 

Our fondeſt hopes are center'd there; 
That bliſs, which bleſſing doth impart, 
O King! awaits thy virtues rare. 


Diſpel the gloomy cloud of war, 
And haſten back the peaceful gleam ; 
Ther, yonder bright, yon pureſt ſtar, 
Shall twwin&/irg to TuY LUSTRE ſeem. 
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ALL BRITAIN CALLS FOR HEAVENLY PrAcx.— 
Unto a gen'rous King we cry ; 
O ſay, when helliſh war ſhall ceaſe, 
Thou mighty prop of majeſty. 


O George! would'ſt thou attract our love ? 
Then grant our humble boon, we pray; 
This will our faithful boſoms move 

A grateful rapture to diſplay. 


Then ſhall we ſing, Let trumpets ſound, . 
To celebrate great GzorGE's fame! 

Great Britain's iſle ſhall loud reſound 

The praiſes of thy honour'd name. 


SONMNET. 


THE WATCH TOWER. 


Wurx darkneſs o'er the pathleſs main appears, 
And winds blow hollow in the ear of night, 
When the poor failor ev'ry moment hears , bh. 
Sounds of diſtreſs, and ſhrieks of wild aflriglit, 
Then Pilots ſigh, and truſt their fate to guide 
The labouring veſſel o'er the faithleſs tide. | 
But if the diſtant Watch Tow'r's ling'ring light 
Darts thro? the gloom, and cheers the ſcarleſs night, 
Life beams afreſh, and ev'ry ſhatter'd ſail, 
Cloſe reef'd, with glee is hoiſted to the gale. 
Hail tow'ring light! arroſs the wat'ry way, 
Extend thy ever faithful trembling ray, 
Heed not the tempeſt's rage, but, bright in ai 
Shine as a ſtar, to mitigate deſpair, 
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ON THE DEATH OF A BRITISH OFFICER, 


MORTALLY WOUNDED ON THE 8TH OF JANUARY, 1795, 
IN AN ACTION WITH THE FRENCH ON THE BANKS OF 
THE WAAL. 


i 
Scarce huſh'd the ſigh, ſcarce dried the ling'ring tear 
Affection pour d upon a Brother's * bier ;. 
Another loſs bid LAuRA's ſorrows flow, 
As keen in*anguiſh' as a Siſter's woe. 
Unknown by me the object of her grief, 
dare not counil, did ſhe aſk relief; 
Yet, may the wiſh no vain intruſion prove, 
To ſhare her grief, for all who ſhar'd her love. 


Yes, gallant Victim! in this hateful ſtrife, 
Which Pz1De maintains gainſt Max's and Fattpon's life, 
If, quick and ſenſible to Lavra's worth, | 
Thy heart's firſt comment was Aﬀection's birth; 
1 | If thy ſcal's day roſe only in her fight, 
| 401 And abſence was thy clouded ſpirit's night; 
Fi: If, mid whatever buſy tumnlts thrown, 
Whit Thy ſilent thought ſtill turn d to her alone; 
If, while AMBiT1ON ſeem'd each act to move, 
Thy ſecret hope was Laura, Pracr, and Love ; 
If ſuch thy feelings and thy dying pray'r, 
To with the happineſs you could not ſhare ; 
Let me with kindred claim thy name revere— 
And give thy memory a Brother's tear! 
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Captain NewToN OcLE, Aid-Ce-Camp:to Sir Cranes 
Grey, He periſhed in the Weſt Indies—the pride of his 
fapzily, end dælight of all who Kew kim, 
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But, ah, not tears alone fill Laura's eyes 
RESENTMENT kindles with ArFLiicT10N's ſighs ; 
Inſulted PaT1ENCE borrows PAssiox's breath— 
To curſe the plotters of theſe ſcenes of death ! | 
Yet, ſooth'd to peace, ſweet mourner, tranquil be, 
And ev'ry harſh emotion yield to me 
Remembrance ſad, and ſweet Regret be thine— 
The wkaTu Or HATE, THE BLOW OF VENGEANCE MINE, 


And, oh, by Heav'n, the hour ſhall ſurely come, 

When, fell deſtroyers, ye ſhall meet your doom! 

Yes, mifcreant ſtateſmen, by the proud diſdain | 
Which HoNnovs feels at baſe CoxrueTION's REIN 

By the loud clamour of a NATIox's Wors— | 


By the ſtill pang pomesTIC SokRow knows— 


Dy all that Horx has loſt, or Terror fears— 


By ENGLAND's injuries, and Laura's tears, 


The hour ſhall come, when, Fxavud's ſhort triumph paſt, | 
A PEo?LE's VENGEANCE ſhall ſtrike home at laſt !!! 


Then, then ſhall foul Remorse, the daſtard fiend, 
Who ne'er pollutes the noble Soldier's end, 

With dark DzseAir around the ſcaffold wait 
And not one look deplore the victim's fate! 

But, while Remembrance ſhakes his coward frame, 
And ſtarts of pride contend with inward ſhame: 
The mute reproach, or execration loud 

Of ſober Jus ier, or the ſcoffing crowd, 

Alike ſhall hail the ſtroke that ends his doom, 

And gives to INFamy his MEM'RY and his Tos ! 
Turn from the hateful ſcene, dear LAuRA, turn; 
And thy lov'd Friend with milder ſorrow mourn ! 
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Still dwell upon nis fate; for, ſtill thou'lt find 
The contraſt lovely, and twill ſoothe thy mind !— 


Fall'n with the brave, e er number'd with the ſlain, 
His mind, UNWOUNDED, CALMS HIS BODY'S PAIN | 
Half rais'd, he leans. ' See FriExnDsm1IP bending o'er, 

But, ah, with looks that promiſe life no more 

Hopeleſs, but not diſmay d, with fearleſs eye 
He reads the doom that tells him © Hr musT DI:“ 

Lays his brave hand upon his bleeding breaſt— 

And FEELS HIS GLORY WHILE HE FINDS HIS REST! 

Then yields the tranſient breath which Nature gave, 

And, sx OF PROUDER LIFE, O©'ERLOOKS THE GRAVE. 


is Varoun's hope, tis Honour's praiſe ſincere ; 


Sweet is the meed that waits his laurell'd bier 
is FaIiENDSRHLIr's manly ſigh, and gentle Brau r's tear b 5 | 


” 4 


IMITATIONS OF ANGERIANUS. 


As late one dreary Winter's day A 
I haſten'd, ſhiv'ring on my way, 

My Dz114a mark'd amid the throng, 

And laugh'd to ſee me trudge along ! 


As I drew ncar, the Wanton held 
A Snow-ball in her hand conceal'd ; 
And calling, to retard my pace, 

She threw it plump into my face. 
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I ſtarted backward at the blow, 

Nor could believe the ball was ſnow, : 
It gave me ſuch a ſudden glow— 

A glow, which, ſpreading from the part, , 

Ne'er reſted till it touch'd my heart. 


What magic could her hand infpire 

To mingle thus with ice a fire ? 

Cori, leave thy bow and darts, | 

Nor ſtrive with flames to burn our hearts : 
But, thy divinity to prove, 

Teach een Snow to kindle Love 


ODE ON SYMPATHY. 
Harrer, happy, happy ye 
Bleſt with ſouls of Sympathy !— 
Happy ye, whoſe boſoms know 
The ſad, ſweet luxury of woe, 
That wakes each tender feeling, 
Wounds of keeneſt forrow healing: 
Each watchful pang it lulls to reſt, 
And calms each ſtormy care that ſwells the troubled breaſt, 


Tis yours to taſte ſuperior joys, 
Seeking calm, ſerene retreats, 

Far retir'd from pomp and noiſe 
To NaTuxe's wild, romantic ſeats, 


Where the goddeſs loves to dwell, } 


With Ecno, in her moſs-grown cell, 
In cavern'd vale or hollow dell, 
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Or, on the reſtleſs ocean's ſhore, 
To hear the white wave daſh and ſullen billow roar ! 


Or, while the ſilver queen of night 

Pours around her mellow light, 

To wander thro? the ruſtling brake 

That crowns the margin of the lake; 

Or, thro' the rudely-checquer d ſphere 
Of ſome old caſtle's mould'ring walls, 

Where not a ſound arreſts the ear, 

Save diſtant murm'ring waterfalls. 
Then, PriLoMEL, awake, and raiſe 
Thy wild, melodious lays ; 4 
Warble forth thy plaintive ſong, 

That, nightly caroll'd thro? the grove, 
Tells to all the feather d throng 


Thy mournful tale of ſlighted love 


For, O, tis muſic's ſoft controul 
Can mould each paſſion of the mind; 
Can ſire our rage, or ſooth the ſoul, 
And leave it huſh'd, ſubdued, refind ! 


This, ye ſouls, tis yours to know ;— 
When, in ſolemn meaſure, 

The deep=ton'd organs blow, 
Ye find a thrilling pleaſure 

Thro' ev'ry artery flow. 


But, when the ſweet Marra deigns 
The trembling ſtrings to move, 
The foul its narrow bound diſdain, 
And, as upborne on Seraph's wing, 
To higher regions ſeems to ſpring — 

To realms of harmony and love! 
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Again, Mara, raiſe again 
The ſweet, enliv*ning ſtrain ! 
But, envious hours, too quick ye flow: 
Maxkra, we muſt part! 
O, didſt thou at this moment know 
The pang which rends my heart, 
Thy ſnowy breaſt would heave a ſigh, 
The tear would fill each ſparkling eye; 
You'd pity him you bade Adieu 
"The one who; abſent, loves, and only lives for you 


/ 


Vet, ceaſe, my flutt'ring heart !— 
Why heaves my breaſt ſo high ? 
Is there no friend—none nigh 
To whom thy cares thou may'ſt impart ? 
If &er, with ſympathiſing throes, 
My heart has felt another's woes; 
If e' er, another's joy to hear, 
My eye has gliſten'd with a tear, 
Now, now, propitious to my pray'r, 
Ye powers, attentive bend : 
But grant me this—no more I'll aſk 
Than Marcus as my friend! 


Maxcus, I ſpurn each fawning wile, 
Each hypocritic art ; 

Thou know'ſt I hate the flatt'rer's ſmile, 
Which but belies his heart. 

I here devote, by Friendſhip's name, 

By each fond tie, each tender claim, 

A heart that's feeling, firm, and free 

To joys like theſe—to love and thee ! 


1 5 


TUGITIVE PIECES. 


With theſe PII brave the wintry winds 

Which o'er life's ocean blow; 

With theſe each joy I'll freely ſhare— 
And they ſhall ſdoth each woe. 


Alike the preſent we'll enjoy, 
Together ſmile o'er ſorrows paſt ; 
And, hand in hand, we'll paſs along 
Thro' life's tumultuous, giddy throng, 
While life itſelf ſhall laſt ; 
And, when our heads are filver'd o'er, 
When, by a gradual decay, 
The vital flame ſhall die away, 
Then, Marcus, we will join—will join to part no more! 


SOLITUDE. 


Hair, penſive Solitude, thou tranquil maid ! 

I court thy charms, thy ever-pleaſing ſhade ; 
In thee where'cr my wand'ring footſteps bend, 
I find a welcome, never-failing friend. 


As eve ſucceeds the buſy ſcenes of day, 
Wide o'er the flow'ry fields I ſeek my way ; 
Or trace yen lofty mountain's deſart brow, 
And liſten to the pleaſing ſounds below ; — 
Sweet flows the ſhepherd's ballad thro' the grove, 
And ſweet the ruſtic ſings a tale of love | 
Loud hums the Matron's ever toiling wheel, 
To earn for poverty her ſcanty meal ; 
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The milkmaid carols, as the herd retire, 

Led by what charm around the world to roam, 
We find in Solitude a ſtranger's home; f 
On India's ſhore, or Lapland's icy way, 

We find its pleaſing ſpirit round us play. 

Tis thus the Swiſs, condemn d by fate to ſhare, 
Far from his rocks and vales, the toils of war, 
Tho' leagues divide them, fill he inward pines 
To climb the mountain, prop the drooping vines; 
Sighs deep to hear his native muſic play d, 
Beneath the precipice, or woodland ſhade ; 
Where many a ruſtic ſport, at ſetting day, 

To love and friendſhip led the welcome way, 
Where blooming health, and ſmiling age were ſeen, 
To ſhare the pleaſures of the village green. 


How many ſuffer midſt the ſtorms of care, | . 
The ſecret pangs of ſickneſs and deſpair ; 3 
How many are there by misfortune hurl'd, 

From ſcenes of plenty, beggars on the world ; 
Theſe well deſerve, what pity's ſelf beſtows, 
To lull their goading ſorrows to repoſe ;— 

"Tis then the trial comes, tis then we find 
Retirement only can appeaſe the mind ; 

For ſeek the cot, and round the peaſant's fire, 
Wich rural caſc and innocence retire ; 

Share his coarſe meal, and guide the ſuining plough, 
Nor heed the winds that o'er the furrows blow, 
Content to earn thy promis'd bread by toil, 

To penn the fold, or break the ſtubborn ſoil; 
You'll learn that wealth nor indolence can find, 
The ſccret treaſures of an artleſs mind; 
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For life's pure happinefs is well conſeſs'd, 
The little ſun-ſhine of a ruſtic's breaſt. 


Faſt dropp'd the dew, the ſweets of evening fled 
On pilf ring breezes from the bean flow'r bed, 
Long had the ſheep-bell ceas'd its pleaſing ſound, 
And filence huſh'd th' enchanting ſcenes around, 
The moon was ſunk, the convent bell toll'd flow, 
As twilight ſlumber'd on the mountians brow, 
I miſs'd the hermit at the neighbouring ſpring, 
I ſaw no friend his earthen pitcher bring; 
I ſought his home, beheld the drooping fire 
In ſickneſs —hiv'ring, o'er a faggot fire. 
No friend's ſolicitude for him appear'd, 
For him who oft the griefs of others ſhar'd ; 
Yet he was bleſt, fecure from ſcorn or ſtrife, 
He liv'd the man, in ſolitary life. 
In him the poor a worthy friend could find, 
| When little ſorrows pierc'd the brooding mind; 
His midnight taper was the Pilgrim's guide, 
To ſhun the precipice, or rapid tide, 
To cheer the path, acroſs the deſart moor, 
To lead benighted ſtrangers to his door. 
Beneath his thatch, the Robin built its neſt, G 
And ev'ry winter came a hungry gueſt, 
To ſhare the crumbs that charity beſtows, 
To ſeek a ſhelter from the chilling ſnows. 
His cave could boaſt no ſhare of wordly art, . 
His books impreſt religion on the heart, 
His ruſhy palet, croſs, and wicket chair, 
His time-worn table, and his ſimple fare, 


Al, all, contributed alike to ſhow, 
A humble life is happineſs below. 
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Twas Heaven's own hand his little wants ſupplied, 

Belov'd he liv'd, belov'd by all he died. 

The ſweeteſt flow'rs that ſmiling ſpring ſupplies,. 

Shall deck the ſod, and bloom till ſummer dies; 

Long ſhall the willow's ſilver branches wave, 

Where ſleeps, unnotic'd, life's unerring flave, 

And as they bend, to kiſs the hallow'd earth, 

Shall woo the breeze, to mourn departed worth. 


FRAGMENT. 


Exvx's grim fiend, when Ch—th—m /breath'd his laſt, 
Aroſe triumphant on the moaning blaſt, 

Wav'd her black banner o'er the Patriot's bier, 
And call'd, prophetic, Hear, O Europe ! hear ! 
Joy to my gloomy ſoul, he dies, he dies, 

And proſtrate nations ſmile while Britain ſighs; 
Lo! from his loins a dragon_ſon proceeds, 

By fate malignant nurs'd for baleful deeds ; 
Hiſtory in future times, in ſullen mood, 

Shall trace his fate in characters of blood ; 

Savage of ſoul, to fiend-like miſchief prone, 

He liv'd for guilt, and for himſelf alone; 

Drunk with the bev'rage of corruption's bowl, 

He ey'd his country with a dzmon's ſcowl ; 
Palſying each nerve, and blaſting every charm, 
Graſp'd at her vitals with a Nero's arra ; 

Reſcu'd from ſeas of blood when Britain groan'd, 
His blade infernal gave the mortal wound; 

He launch'd her treaſures on profuſion's waves, 
For beggar'd defpots and their blood-nurs'd Laves ; 
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Aw'd by no ſhame, by no remorſe confin'd, 
His war-dogs ſlipt to brutalize mankind ; 
Bade exil'd virtue mourn in ſavage climes, 
And butcher'd millions to complete his crimes ! 
 Laſh'd by ambition's ſcourge, the monſter rav'd, 
O'er truth and innocence his poignard wav'd. 
Poſterity ſhall doom to juſt diſgrace 
erhe wolf degenerate from the lion's race, 
Relentleſs, fraudful, fell, who prowl'd along, 
Death in his heart, religion an his tongue; 
The ſot, whoſe ſoul, ſway'd by the luſt of power, 
Plann'd ſchemes of blood in pleafure's feſtive bower ;. 
Who juſtice ſcorn'd, who honour's path forſook, 
And ſtabb'd at genius, when he ſtabb'd at Tooke. 


CE —_ 


FROM LORENZO DE MEDICTI, 


An! pearly drops, that pouring from thoſe eyes 
Spoke the diſſolving cloud of ſoft defire ! 
What time cold ſorrow chill'd the genial fire, 
« Struck the fair urns, and bade the waters riſe.” 
Soft down thoſe cheeks, where native crimſon vies, 
As ſome clear river winds its ſtream along, 
| Bathing the flowers of pale and purple dyes, 
Whilſt Love, rejoicing in the amorous ſhower, 
Sands like ſome bird, that after ſultry heats 
Enjoys the drops and ſhakes his glittering wings; 
Then graſps his bolt, and conſcious of his power, 
Midſt thoſe bright orbs aſſumes his wontcd ſeat, 
And thro' the lucid ſhower his Iving light'ning flings. 
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LINES ON THE MUCH LAMENTED DEATH OF 
ROBERT BURNS 


THE SCOTS POET, 


Dow1E an' wae, a' Scotia mourns 
The hapleſs weird o Ranre Burns; 
He's gaen the gate; a', i' their turns, 
Maun ſoon gang hame ; 
His aſhes lie amang wa urns , | 
O' bards o fame; 
Wi' rowth o' wit the muſe his pack 
Had fill'd, nor e er had thol'd to ſlack; 
Wi' hameſpun words he gaſh cou'd crack, 
An' canty ſing, 
At rhymin he had ſic a knack, 
Nane cou'd him ding. 
Sic ſkaith to dree is unca fair, 
But Death fic dawties winna ſpare, 
For worth, or walth, he diſna care, - 
But ilka ane, 
Baith grit an ſma', or late or ear”, 
He gars pay kain. 
Sin' Death's e' en ſnegged RARIE's lingle, 
Nae mair about the rowſing ingle, 
Whan we again thegither mingle, 
An' bodles birl, 
Will Ras his wit an' verſes jingle, 
To gar us ſxirl. 


Vol. I, E 


FUGITIVE PIECES. 
r AA · A 
Wae's me, ſin' Razie's time's e' en dune, 
There's ne er a ane to fill his ſhoon ; 
For wha, like Ras, ſac weel can tune 
The aiten reed? 
'The lave can only grane an' crune, 
| /t Sin' RABIE's dead. 
oOu'er Raziz's mools ſure ilk true Scot 
Will drap a tear, for's thraward lot; 
His mem'ry winna be forgot 
T this our land; 
For tho” His fleſh an' banes ſud rot, 
His fame will ſtand. 
Na, Rax Buxxs! tho' dead ye lie, 
Kind Scetia will remember thee, 
An' tho' anither win the gree, 
| Come i' your ſtead, 
The ſawt tear will fa“ frac her ee 
For RABIE dead. 
Then, fare thee well! blyth, canty Ran,—- 
— But troth, it gi es my heart a ſtab; 
| o' Scottiſh bards you was the dab; 
As lang's ye'd breath; 
But, neth the yird, ye'll nae mair gab— 
Nae thanks to Death. 
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WRITTEN ON THE DELIGHTFUL BANKS OF THE AVON, 
NEAR HAMILTON. 
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o Avon, round thy rocky itream 


i With many a weary ſtep I ſtray; 
1 Nor chear'd by Phœbus vernal beam, 
© Grief pines my gloomy ſoul away. 
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Thy lofty ſwelling banks I view, 
Adorn'd with green trees bloſſom'd white, 
Thy birks all bath'd in morning dew ; | 
Alas! they yield me no delight: 
Thy winding walks, the happy ſcenes 
Of my cxulting raptur'd youth, 
Ere while I knew woe's ſharpeſt pains, 
Ere while I doubted Peggy's truth. 


"Twas then my every thought was love, 
Fame's airy trump I valued not; 

"Twas then no wealth my foul could move, 
Nor envy ſour my peaceſul cot. 

But, ah ! how rueful now the change! 
How ſolemn fad beneath theſe boughs ! 


Where, happy, happy, we did range, 
And mutual breath'd fincereſt vows. 


Thou ruin'd Caſtle, * ivy-bound, 
Where ſtoried ghoſts terrific cry ! 
Thy ſhapeleſs form, their dreary ſound, 

Accord with wretches ſuch as I. 


The tumbling torrent's boiling roar, 
The winter-ſhrouded lifeleſs trees, 

The nipping froſt's mildewing hoar, 
My ſad deſponding fancy pleaſe. 

Joy's mortal bane, falſe woman-kind ! 
For you on Avon's banks I'll mourn; 


Nor ſoothing ſolace hope to find, 
But in the filent peaceſul urn. 


* Cadzow, near Hamilton. 
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FUGITIVE PIECES. 


THE MYSTERY OF LIFE. 


So many years I've ſeen the ſun, 
And call'd theſe eyes and hands my own, 
A thouſand little acts I've done, 

And childhood have, and manhood known: 
O what is life! and this dull round 92 
To tread, why was a SrixIr bound ? 


So many airy draughts and lines, 
And warm excurſions of the mind, 

Have fill'd my foul with great deſigns, 
While practice grovel'd far behind: 

O what is thought ! and where withdraw 

The glories which my fancy ſaw ? 

So many tender joys and woes 

- Have on my quiv'ring ſoul had pow'r ; 

Plain life with height' ning paſſions roſe, 
The boaſt or burden of their hour : 

O what is all we feel! why fled 

Thoſe pains and pleaſures o'er my head ? 


So many human ſouls divine, 
So at one interview diſplay'd, 


Some oft and freely mix'd with mine, 


In laſting bonds my heart have laid: 


o O what is friendſhip ! why impreſt 


On my weak, wretched, dying breaſt ? 


So many wond'rous gleams of light, 
And gentle ard ours from above, 
Have made me ſit, like ſeraph bright, 
Some moments on a throne of loue 7 
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O what is virtue! why had I, 
Who am ſo low, a taſte ſo high ? 


Ere long, when ſovereign wiſdom wills, 
My ſoul an unknown path ſhall tread, 
And ſtrangely leave, who ſtrangely fills 
This frame, and waft me to the dead: 
O what is death! tis life's laſt ſhore, 
Where vanities are vain no more 
Where all purſuits their goal obtain, 
And life is all re-touch'd again ; 
Where in their bright reſult ſhall riſe, 
Thoughts, virtues, friendſhips, griefs, and joys, 


THE DEMON OF THE STORM.. 


Oh Heav'n ! what ambient darkneſs ſhrouds 
This hour of ſtill midnight !— 

Nor ſtars nor moon, to cheer the clouds, 
Emit one ray of light. 


But, ah, what ſudden-burſting form 
Scowls thro the cleft expanſe ?— 
Sure, tis the DrMo of the Srokx, 


Or Fancy ſees him glance 


See; ſee him glide—black Prince of Au! 
With light'ning wings he flies, 

While, hoarſely mutt'ring, oft I hear 
His thund'ring voice arile ! 
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Fierce blaſts of wind he blows around ; 
And, ruin ſcatt'ring wide, 

Tears with ſtrong arm, from forth the ground, 
The foreſt's growing pride! 


Yet, whirl thou on, thou fearful ſprite; 
Dread ſpirit, whirl thy way !— 

Again ſhall riſe the morning bright, 
Again ſhall beam the day. 


Should'ſt thou in crumbling fragments ſpread 
Some mountain huge and tall, 

Hurl them with fury o'er my head— 
And cruſh me by their fall ! 


That Pow'n of omnipreſent eye, 
In whoſe high name I truſt, 

Should bid a ſaving angel fly, 
To ſnatch me from the duſt ! 


ODE TO REGRET. 


Harx ! a voice of plaintive ſound ' 
Moans, like the turtle; ſweet and ſad ; 
And ſee, advance with folemn pace 
Love-lorn RecrxeT! Ah me!—l well may trace 
Her melancholy plaints, and mark her penſive face 
And bending form ; while ſhe, in mourning clad, . * 
Clings to yon urn, nor heeds the proſpeR round! 
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As round her forehead pale 
Wreaths of faded bloſſoms twine, 
So do her white arms claſp the marble ſhrine: 

Slow heaves her breaſt with tender ſighs, 


Like the ſoft breathings of the ev'ning gale 
Which from the boſam of the lake ariſe ;. 


And, as the ſun's mild ray 
Now gilds the cloſing day, 

And glitters in the flow'r-beſprinkling dew, 
So in her eye affection's beam appears, 
While flow the fent-trickling tears 

Adown her cheek of pallid hue. 


Ah, muſing Fair, will nought divert thine eye! 
But, clouded o'er with ſorrow's gloom, 
Wilt thou for ever fix it on the tomb ?— 
Behold, ſhe rears 
Her gentle eyes, that ſhine thro' tears; 
For, lo, a ſpirit cleaves the ſky !— 


His name is Hor: with checring voice 
He bids the drooping maid rejoice, 
And, ſmiling, points above : 
No longer weep,” I hear him cry; 
« For, from the heav'n of heav'ns I wing my flight, 
And theng, with future-glancing ſight, 
I ſaw, amid the realms of light, RE 
Piercing the heart of DzaTn, the blooming cherub Lovz!” 
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THE BUNGLERS ; 
<Y OR, 


BRITISH BACCHANALS. 


'(To the Tune of — Green grow the Ruſpes wy 


Ward Frenchmen 1 attack d their crown, 


And turn'd it topſy-turvy O, 
Then knock'd their popiſh 3 down, 
The trick was curſed ſcurvy O: 
Twas then we took up arms to fight, 
To bring them to their ſenſes O; 
But ſtill the rogues maintain they're right, 
While we pay all expences O, 
Cnokxuvs—Puſh about the glaſſes O, 
Puſh about the glaſſes O, 
For what care we how things go on, 
' While * nectar O. 


When Engliſhmen firſt went to war, 

In thouſands how we gather'd em; 
And ſent em o'er to Flanders far; 

But there the Frenchmen lather'd 'em. 
Now LeoroLD s all-conquering Son 

Sent countleſs hordes to laughter them, 
And made the ragged raſcals run— 

But, well- a day! twas after them. 


nous. -Puſh about the glaſſes O, &c. 


E'en let your Snarlers take their ſcope, 
We'll prove Old England civil O; 
And fight for either Turk or Pope, 
Or their good friend the Devil O; 
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Nor care we if the war ſhould yet 
Continue years full twenty O; 
*Cauſe people all ſo ſaucy get 
When they have peace and plenty O. 
Cxorvs—Puſh about the glaſſes O, &c. 
We'll call in FOX without delay, 
To ſave the ſtate, if able O; 
For when the ſeed is ſtole away, 
Tis time to ſhut the ſtable O. 
Yet here's to every fool in place, 
And eke each noble penſioner : 
But as to that vile jade—D1sGRACE— 
For God's ſake, never mention her. 
Cauorvs—Puſt about the glaſſes O, &c. 
Whom once we counted monkies O; 
And, by a kind of magic fpell, 
Have prov'd their foes but donkies O. 
Yet ſtill theſe vengeful peſts of kings 
Purſue the German eagle O, . 
And have ſo clipt his gaudy wings, 
He hardly now looks regal O. 
Cruorus—Puſh about the glaſſes O, &c. 
If grunters henceforth dare to brag 
Of liberty or reaſon O, 
We'll then applygur new ſtate gag, 
And tuck em up for treaſon O. 
Then let us all carouze and drink; 
For till affairs grow riper O, 
Folks muſt not ſay, tho' they may al, 
That Jounwr pays the piper O. 
Cuorxus—Pulb about the glaſſes, O, &c. 
Vor. I. K 
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_ 2 THE SHEPHERD's WIFE's SONG. 


WRITTEN IN THE BEGINNING OF THE LAST CENTURY. 


An what is love! It is a pretty thing, 
As ſweet unto a ſhepherd as a king ; 
And ſweeter too; 
For kings have cares that wait upon a crown, 
And cares can make the ſweeteſt love to frown, . 
Ah then, ah then ! 
If country loves ſuch ſweet deſires do gain, 
What lady would not love a ſhepherd ſwain? 
His flocks are folded, he comes home at night, . 
As merry as a king in his delight; 
And merrier too; 
For kings bethink them what the ſtate require, 
While ſhepherds, careleſs, carol by the fire. 
Ah then, ah then! 
If country loves, &c. 
He kiſſeth firſt, then ſits as blyth to eat 
His cream and curds, as doth the king his meat ; 
And blyther too; 
For kings have often fears when they do ſup, 
White ſhepherd's dread no poiſon in the cup. 
Ah then, ah then! 
If country loves, &c. 


To bed he goes, as wanton then I ween | ' 
| As is a king in dallance with à queen; 

More wanton too ; 

. For kings have many griefs their ſouls to move, 

| While ſhepherds have no greater grief thas lo love. 


Ah then, ah then! 
If country loves, &c. 


FUGITIVE PIECES. 75 
— — ˙ . . — —. - 


Upon his couch of ſtraw he ſleeps as found  * 
As doth the king upon his beds of down ; 
b And ſounder too; | 
For cares cauſe kings full oft their ſleep to ſpill, 
While. weary ſhepherds lie and. ſleep their fill. 
Ah then, ah then! 
If country loves, &c. 
Thus, with his wife, he ſpends the year as blyth 
As doth the king at every tyde or ſyth; 
And blyther too ; 
*For kings have wars and broils to take in hand, 
While ſhepherds laugh and love upon the land. 
Ah then, ah then 
If country loves ſuch ſweet deſires do gain, 
What lady would not love a ſhepherd ſwain! 


THE BLACR BIRD; 


A FAVOURITE SONG, 


"Twas on a bank of daiſies ſweet 
A lovely maiden ſigh'd ; 
The little lambs play d at her ſeet, 
While ſhe in ſorrow cry'd, 

« Where is my love, where can he ſtray ?” 
When thus a blackbird ſung, | 
e Sweet, ſweet, Reet, ſweet ! he will not ſtay ?“ 

The air with muſic rung! | 
„% Ah! mock me not, bold bird,” ſhe ſaid ; « 
And, why, pray, tarry here? 

-« Doſt theu bemoan ſome youngling fled, 

Or haſt thou loſt thy dear? 


K ij 
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« Doſt thou lament his abſence, ſay ?” | 
Again the blackhird ſung, 
« Sweet, ſweet, ſweet, ſweet | he will not ſtay !” 
The air with muſic rung 


“ Sing on,” ſhe cry'd, thou charming bird! 
« "Thoſe dulcet ſtrains repeat 
« No muſic e' er like thine was heard, 
« $o truly ſweet, ſweet, ſweet ! 
« When ſhall my love be here, oh ſay ?” 
Once more the blackbird ſung, 
« Sweet, ſweet, fwect, ſweet ! he comes this way! 
The air with muſic rung 


ODE TO THE TRUE SONS OF LIBERTY. 


Warrr'er the deſpot winter reigns 

He binds his ſlaves in icy chains ; 

Bids round them all his tempeſts blow ; 
And ſhow'rs their care-fraught heads with ſnow : 
Till, quite extin& their native heat, 

They ſink beneath the tyrant's ſeet; 


There ignominiouſly remain 
Nor ever riſe to life again ! 


While men of ſenſe in ev'ry clime, 0 
True ſons of liberty ſublime, 

Quick from each tyrant's rage retire, 

To meet around the ſocial fire, 

Where with rich juice they fill their veins, 

And thaw his adamantine chains, | 
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Then, who but groveling ſlaves would lie 
Torpid beneath a threat'ning ſky, 
Diſmay'd by any tyrant's frown, 
Who aims to force, or keep them down, 
Ere yet the furious tempeſts blow, 
To ſhow'r their care-fraught heads with ſnow, 
And while a ſpark of gen'rous heat 
Prompts to reſiſt or to retreat? 
For men of ſenſe, in ev'ry clime, &c. &c. 


Here, bleſs'd with Fxzzpom's facred flame, 
And wiſhing all the world the ſame, 

Alike from winter's rigour free, 

And man's {till greater tyranny, 

As gaily thus we drink and ſing, 

And love, but do not dread, our King, 

A hearty bumper let us fill 

To thoſe for whom our blood we'd ſpill! 


The men of ſenſe in ev'ry clime, 

'True ſons of liberty ſublime, 

Who from each tyrant's rage retire, 

To meet around the focial fire, 

Where with rich juice they fill their veins, 
And thaw his adamantine chains. 


IMPROMPTU, 


DN BEING ASKED BY SEVERAL LADIES WHICH OF THEM 
TUE AUTHOR MOST ADMIRED. 


WuiLE each fair form enchants the eye, 
And lovelineſs is thus combin'd, 
Preſent, you with each other vie, 
And but perplex the wav'ring mind. 


Their all-ſeducing charms diſplay ; 
Yet though by each the heart is ſmit, 
The graces jointly bear the ſway. 


The poet, by the muſes fir d, 
Thus feels their influence divine: 
But while by all the nine inſpir d, 
To no one dare his praiſe confine, 


ADDRESS TO POVERTY. 


"Tis not that look of anguiſh, bath'd in tears, 
Oh! poverty! thy haggard image wears— 
Tis not theſe famiſh'd limbs, naked and bare 
'To the bleak tempeſt's rains, or the keen air 
"Of winter”s piercing winds, nor that fad eye 
Imploring the ſmall boon of charity— 
Tis not that voice, whoſe agonizing tale 
Might turn the purple cheek of grandeur pale, 
Nor all that hoſt of woes thou bring'ſt with thee, 
Inſult, contempt, diſdain, and contumely, 
That bid me call the fate of thoſe forlorn, 
Who neath thy rude oppreſſion ſigh and mourn : 
But chief, relentleſs pow'r ! thy hard controul 
Which to the earth bends low th' «ſpiring ſoul ; 
Thine iron graſp, thy fetters drear, which bind 
Each gen'rous effort of the ſtruggling mind 
Alas ! that genius, melancholy flow'r, 
Scarce opening yet to even's nurt'ring ſhow'r, 
Should, by thy pitileſs and cruel doom, : 
Wither, ere nature ſiniles upon her bloom; 
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That innocence, touch'd by the dead'ning wand, 
Shou'd pine, nor know one outſtretch'd guardian hand ! 
For this, O! poverty! for them, I ſigh,. 
The helpleſs victims of thy tyranny ! 
For this, I call the lot of thoſe ſevere, 
Who wander mid thy haunts, and pine, unheeded, there!” 


ODE TO INNOCENCE... 5 


The lovely infant lull'd to reſt, 
Repoſing on the mother's breaſt ; 
Or waking with an artleſs ſmile, 
Her cares and troubles to beguile ; 
Or fix'd in ſweet unconſcious gaze, 
While each new object it ſurveys, 
Harmleſs is, without offence,. 
Pure angelic innocence. 
Fre experience prompts the mind, 
Or faſhion's ſer vile cuſtoms bind; 
While youthful hope the breaſt inſpires, 
And nature's ſadden impulſe fires ; 
While novelty ſtill charms each ſenſe 
Then unſuſpecting innocence 
Roams on fancy's airy wing, 
Sportive, o'er the flow'ry ſpring. 
But far from : - wh far from camps, 
Midſt lonely glens and rural haunts, 
At mountain's top, or ſecret glade, 
Where no temptations e'er invade ;z 
In humble cot, by ruſtic cells, 
There the charwing fair one dwells ; 
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Simple, beautiful and wild, 
Pureſt nature's lovely child. 
Near the woods, where echo rings, 
At the ſountain's cryſtal fprings, 
On the hill at earlieſt morn, 
While limpid pearls the graſs adorn 
Or, where the rocks ſtupendous riſe, 
Behold the youth without diſguile ! 
Free from guilt, and free from wealth, 
Enjoying peace and blooming health. 
Here contentment forms her bowers, ( 
Whilſt ſmoothly glide the flecting hours, - 
Here too the looſe-rob'd graces reign, 
With love and laughter in their train ; 
And induſtry, and virtue fair, 
And temperance, with cheerful air, 
Here enjoy calm peace by day, 
And ſweetly fleep the night away. 
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i" THE RENDEZVOUS. 


Tnur to the hour, my kind Eliza proves; 
What will not woman for the man ſhe loves ! 
How vain each effort to repreſs deſire, 
When mutual. wiſhes mutual joys inſpire ! 
Twelve years have paſs'd ſince firſt thoſe joys began, 
To pleaſe our maxim, and to love our plan! 
1 Abſent or preſent, ſentiment inſpires 
1 Each willing thought, and-renovates our fires, 
No vain deluſion occupies the breaſt, 
But honeſt nature is by nature bleſt. 
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Thalia, laughing, ſeems to trace 
More wit, more humour in his face. 


The various tale of all the woes 

Thou firſt to Shakeſpeare didſt diſcloſe, 
Melpomene, Yet, to thy view 

When painting brings the ſcenes a-new, 
Where Beaufort, ſunk to dark deſpair, 
Shows not a ray of hope is near, 

With ſhudd'ring ſoul, and trembling pace, 
Thou flieſt the horrors of his face. 


Where meek Cordelia ſhrinks with fear 
The curſes of her ſire to hear, 
While the big paſſions of his heart 
In lightnings from his eye-balls ſtart, 
Againſt her ſiſter's arts accurſt, 
Indignant, how thy quick throbs burſt ! 


Where Arthur's ſoul-impiercing cries 
Wake the tear in Hubert's eyes; 

With ghaſtly grin and lifted hand 
Where Richard's hir'd aſſaſſins ſtand, 
And the ſweet ſmiles of peace and love 
Cannot a look of pity move, 

Mute thou ſtand'ſt, with ſorrowing ſoul, 
While down thy cheek the big drops roll. 


Each goddeſs cried—* O! wond'rous fair, 
Let worlds below thy influence ſhare.” 
« And firſt (ſaid Shakeſpeare), wond'rous fair, 
To Britain's ſons thy flight prepare !— 
What I could feel, but ne er expreſs ; 
What, when told, it ſeemed leſs, wil 
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Pourtray ;—inſpire th' extatic glow, 
Wake all the tenderneſs of woe, 
And bid the pitying boſom melt 

To feel what nc'er before it felt!“ 


l . 


THE LAHOURING POOR. 


AN ELEGY. 


Hard is the lot of thoſe who toil, 
From morn to night throughout the year; 
For tho! they till a fruitful foil, 
No comforts now their labour cheer. 


No more with wholeſome viands fed ; 
The hand that ploughs and ſows the ground, 
| Can ſcarce obtain its daily bread. 


The village where contentment ſmil'd, 
4 Is overcaſt with cheerleſs gloom; 
if And joys that labour once beguil'd, 
0 To want and penury give room. 


Ev'n ſober induſtry and care, 

The cottage bliſs inſure no more: 
For now the peaſant in deſpair, 

Sees the gaunt wolf beſet the door. 


4 | *Cheetleſs at dawn to work he goes, 

id | | Checileſs returns at lateſt eve: 

l Nor meets the-part'ner of his woes, 

4 8 But o'er their helpleſs babes to grieve. 
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On his inceſſant toil depend, 


Their food and raiment, houſe and fire; 


Vet all to find without a friend, 
Ah how inadequate his hire! 


All fails, if ſickneſs be his fate ; 

He boaſts no little ſtore of wealth : 
No balmy comforts on him wait; 

No hand preſents the cup of health. 


His humble lot is hard at beſt, 
And poverty his only meed : 
While others are with plenty bleſt, 
He feels the griping hand of need. 


For food his craving children cry, 
And oft aſſail the mother's ear; 
Alas, in vain ! ſhe heaves the ſigh, 7 

And ſnheds the ſilent, ſecret tear. 


Nought now her thriſty hand can pare, 
Between the piteous ſtinted meal: 

A ſcanty pittance is their ſnare, 
And pinching hunger oft they feel. 


Nor to the peaſant's cot alone 
Is pining poverty confin'd : 

In cities wretched thouſands moan, 
To want and mifery conlign'd. 


Here bloated luxury and pride 

The ſtarving wretch regardleſs views: 
Here want to decency's allied, 

And mis'ry ſhews her various hues. 
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Here, too, vile war's deſtructive rage, 
O'erturns the manufact'ring dome: 


And thoſe whom peaceful trade engage, 


Are kill'd abroad, or ſtarv'd at home. 


Here oft the poor, without employ, 
The rich behold in mirth and eaſc ; 
Whilſt they, depriv'd of ev'ry joy, 
: Feel hunger, cold, and dire diſeaſe. 


The artiſt, who, with patient hand, 
Refines the ore, or works the loom ; 
Sinks midſt the ſplendour of the land, 

An early victim to the tomb. 


And widow'd mothers, orphans dear, 
And bleak misfortune's downcaſt train, 
A diſmal group forlorn appear, 
Meek, drudging ſufferers of pain. 


And all the hardy ſons of toil, 
Who once were happy, bold, and free, 
In ſorrow cultivate the ſoil, 
Or forc'd to beg for charity. 


Ah ye who neither toil nor ſpin, 
Ye drones amidſt the buſy hive ! 
"Theſe are the men your battles win, 
And by their labours 'tis ye thrive ! 


Think that on their laborious hands 
Depends the welfare of the ſtate ; 

That by their ſtrength it falls or ſtands ; 
Yet ſtern neccſlity's their fate. 


„ 
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; A SONG. 


BY MISS CHRYSTAL. 
Taro" ſpring-time walks with flow” rs 
I chas'd a wild, capricious fair, 
Where hyacinths and jonquils bloom'd, 
Chaunting gay ſonnets thro' the air: 
Hid amid a briary dell, 
Or, *neath a hawthorn tree, 2 
Her ſweet enchantments led me on— 
And ſtill deluded me 


While ſummer's ſplendent glory ſmiles, 
My ardent love in vain effay'd 
To win her heart by tricks and wiles ; 
But {till a thouſand pranks ſhe play d; | 
Still o'er each ſun-burnt furzy hill, / 
Wild, playful, gay, and free, IE 
She laugh'd and fcorn'd; I chas'd her ſtill— 
And {till ſhe banter'd me 


And waſts o'er fruits her pregnant breath, 
The ſprightly lark its pinions Tears; 
I chas'd her o'er the daiſy d heath : : 
Sweet wild-flow'rs purpled o'er the vale, 
And all around was glee ; 
- -Still, wanton as the timid hart, 
She ſwiftly flew from me 
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Now winter lights its cheerful fire, 
And draws the wand'ring beauty nigher— 
"Tis now too cold to rove around; 
The Chriſtmas game, the playful dance 
Incline her heart to glee; 
Draws ev'ry wiſh to me. 


THE STRAWBERRY: A SONNET. . 


BY MISS H. M. WILLIAMS. 
Tax Strawberry blooms upon its lowly bed: 
Plant of my native ſoil ! the Lme may fling 
More potent fragrance on the zephyr's wing, 
The milky cocoa richer juices ſhed, 
The white guavia lovelier bloſſoms ſpread ; 
Put not, like thee, to fond remembraace bring 
The vaniſh'd hours of life's enchanting ſpring ! 
Short calendar of joys, fer ever fled ! 
Thou bĩd'ſt the ſcenes of childhood riſe to view, 
The wild wood path which fancy loves to trace, 
Where, veil d in leaves, thy fruit of roſy hue 
Lurk'd on its pliant ſtem with modeſt grace. 
But, ah! when thought would later years renew, 
Alas! ſucceſſive ſorrows crowd the ſpace ! | 
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SONNET To SIMPLICITY. 


—— 
. 


BY THE SAME. 


Nrurn of the deſert ! on this lonely ſhore, ": 
Simplicity, thy bleſſings till are mine, 
And all thou canſt not give I pleas'd reſign; 
For, all beũde can ſooth my foul no more. 
I aſk no laviſh heaps to ſwell my ſtore, 
And purchaſe pleaſures far remote from thine. 
Ye joys, for which the race of Europe pine, 


Ah ! not for me your ſtudied grandeur pour! 


Let me, where yon tall cliffs are rudely pil'd, 
Where towers the palm amidſt the mountain trees, 
The blue liana floats upon the breeze; 

Still haunt thoſe bold receſſes, nature's child, 
Where thy majeſtic charms my ſpirit ſeize ! 


= - - —¼c — — — 
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SONNET TO THE CURLEW. 


— —— ——— 


* 
BY THE SAME, 


$oorn's by the murmuze on the ſea-beat ſhore, 
His dun-grey plumage floating to the gale, 
The curlew blends his melancholy wail 

With thoſe hoarſe ſounds the ruſhing waters pour. 


Like thee, congenial bird, my ſteps explore 
The bleak, lone ſea- beach, or the rocky dale, 
And ſhun the orange bower, the myrtle vale, 
Whale gay luxuriance ſuit wy ſoul po more! 
M i 
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I love the ocean's broad expanſe, when dreſt 
In limpid elearneſs, or wben tempeſts blow; 
When tbe ſmooth currents on its placid breaſt 
Flow calm as my paſt moments us d to fl.]; 
Or, when its troubled waves refuſe to reſt, 
And ſeem the ſymbol of my preſent woe 
SONNET TO DISAPPOINTMENT, 


BY THE SAME. 


PaLz Diſappointment! at thy freezing name 
Chill fears in ev'ry ſhiv'ring vein I prove, 
My ſinking pulſe almoſt forgets to move, 
And life almoſt forſakes my languid frame: 
Yet thee, relentleſs nymph, no more I blame 
Why do my thoughts midſt vain illuſions rove ? 
Why gild the charms of friendſhip and of love 
With the warm glow of fancy's purple flame ? 
When ruffling winds have ſome bright fane o'erthrown- 
Which ſhone on painted clouds—or ſeem'd to ſhine, 
Shall the fond gazer dream for him alone 
Thoſe clouds for him were ſtable, and at fate repine ? 
I feel, alas! the fault is all my own; 
And, ah, the cruel puniſhment is mine! 
— —— = 


SONNET TO LOVE. 


BY THE SAME, 


An, Love lere yet I knew thy fatal powre, 

Bright glow'd the colour of my youthful days, 

As, on the ſultry zone, the torrid rays 1 
That paint the broad-lcav'd plaintain's gloſſy bewer NO 


1 
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Calm was my boſom, as this ſilent hour 
When o'er the deep the ſcarce- heard zephyer ſtrays, 
Midſt the cool tamarinds indolently plays, 

Nor from the orange ſhakes its od rous flower. 


But, ah! ſince love has all my heart poſſeſt, 

That deſolated heart what ſorrows tear 
Diſturb'd and wild as ocean's troubled breaſt 

When the hoarſe. tempeſt of the night is there! 
Yet, my complaining ſpirit aſks no reſt; 
This blecding boſom. cheriſhes deſpair. 


SONNET TO THE WHITE BIRD QF THE TROPIC.. 


BY THE SAME. 


E:nD of the Tropic! thou who lov'ſt to ſtray 
Where thy long pinions ſweep the ſultry line, 
Or mark'ft the bounds which torrid beams confine 3.4 
By thy averted courſe, that ſhuns the ray ; 
Oblique, enamour'd of ſublimer day ; 
Oft on yon cliff thy folded plumes recline, 
And drop thoſe ſnowy feathers Indians twine 
To crown the warrior's brow with honours gay. 


O'er trackleſs oceans what impels thy wing ?—- 
Does no ſokt inſtinct in thy ſoul prevail? 
No ſweet afſection to thy boſom cling, 
And bid thee oft thy abſent neſt bewail ?— 
Vct thou again to that dear ſpot can ſpring ; 
Dut I my long-loſ home no more ſhall hail !* 
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 SONNET ro THE TORRID. ZONE. 


BY TEE SAME, 

Par nwav of light! o'er thy empurpled zone, 
With laviſh charras perennial ſummer ſtrays; 
solt 'midſt thy ſpicy groves the zephyr plays, 
The amadavid bird, for thee alone, 

Spreads his gay plumes that catch thy vivid rays ; 

For thee the gems with liquid luſtre blaze, 

And nature's various wealth is all thy own. 


But, ah! not thine is twilight's doubtful gloom, 


Thoſe mild gradations, mingling day wich night; 
Here, inſtant darkneſs ſhrouds thy genial bloom, 


Nor leaves my penſive ſoul that ling ring light, 


When muling mem ry would each trace reſume 


| Of fading * 


SONNET TO THE CALBASSIA TREE. 


BY THE SAME, 


SUBLIME Calbaſſia! tuxuriant tree, 


How ſoft the gloom thy bright-hu'd foliage throws, 
While from thy pulp a healing balſam flows, 


. Whoſe power the ſuff ring wretch from pain can free! 
My penfive footſteps ever turn to thee : 


Since oft, while muſing on my laſting woes, 
Bencath thy flow ry white-bells I repoſe, 


Symbol of ſriendſhip doſt thou ſeem to me: 
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For thus has friendſhip caſt her ſoothing ſhade 
O'er my unſhelter'd boſom's keen diſtreſs; * 


Thus ſought to heal the wounds which love has made, 
And temper bleeding ſorrow's fharp exceſs! 
Ah, not in vain the lends. her balay aid — 


— 


SONNET TO THE SENSES. 


Hal wond'rous pow'rs, with magic fraught! 
Impreſſive agents of the miad : 
Thy ſubtle energy combin d, 
Gives birth to every varied thought. 
Each object, pictur d on the brain, 
Is there impell'd by thy ſwift force; 
And een from thy perceptive ſource, + 
Fly all the fleet ideal train. 
Thy Yighteſt touch life's fibrous ſprings obey, 
And to their centre all they feel convey ; 
There, quick revolving, o'er the frame expand, 
And inſtant execute the will's command. 
Tach ſenſe or faintly mov'd, or with impaſſion d fire, 
As ſwells the ſound when age or youth command the lyre. 


LINES WRITTEN FOR A FAUSSE MONTRE. * 


Wo ER thou art, whoſe curious hands reveal 
The ſecret ſpring my prudence would conceal, 
Let this inſcription ſtop thy prying eyes, 

Aud teach.thce fair exzeriors to deſpiſe ; 
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Thou didſt expect, within this poliſh'd ſpace, 
To meet a jewel worthy of the caſe, | 
As its fond maſter vainly hop'd to find, 

Beneath fair Celia's face, as fair a mind. 

But, warn'd by. his example, ſhun his fate, 

Nor be, like hapleſs Florio, wiſe 100 late. 
A beauteous outfide 95er again believe, 

For Celia's falſe, and even 7 deceive. 


EPITAPH FOR ALGERNON SIDNEY. 
GDomxsT thou, brave youth, by kindred virtue led. 
To explore the pregnant annals of the dead, 
That bright example may inſpire thy breaſt ? 


Arreſt thy ſtep : here SipNney's aſhes reſt ! 


Does the ſound vibrate through thy throbbing heart ? 


- -Glows thy warm cheek ? do tears, indignant, ſtart ? 


The omens hail : they mark thy ſtrenuous mind; 
The honeſt guardian of thy race deſigu d. 
Approach, contemplate this immortal name, 
.Swear on this ſhrine to emulate his fame; 

To dare, like him, een to thy lateſt breath, 
Contemning chains, and poverty, and death. 


Then go: and dauntleſs in thy country's cauſe, 


Aſſert her rights, her liberties, and laws; 

Unfading honours be thy glorious doom, 

And tears, like thoſe thou ſhed'ſt, bedew thy tomb. 
But if this ſacred name awake no zeal, 

No generous ardour for the public weal ; 

Purſue thy way, nor vain'y loiter here; 

Thy tearleſs eye prolanes the patr.ot'sbier, 
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To the Tune of * JounnNy Cores.” 
When Non rn did foſter the conteſt 
With Britiſh ſubjects in the weſt, 

By Bitty Piri he was diſtreſt, 
Both late and in the morning. 
+ —CHORUS— 

BILL, are you waking frem your trance, 

In which you fee invaſive France 

Againſt the Britiſh coaſts advance, 

Like locuſts in the morning? 
But when the Pit got into pow'r, 
He turn'd his coat, and to this hour, 


Makes Johny Bull both gape and glour, 
With ſqueezing in the morning. 


That vile apoſtate of the deep, 

Will not let War a moment ſleep ; 

If Peace but ſmiles, it makes him weep 
Whole nights unto the morning. 


When Liberty began to ſhine 
On Gallic chains, he did repine, 
And's labour d ſince without decline, 
To check her riſing morning. 


The Gallic Sun in night to toſa, 

The Pit was ſearch'd for vapours groſs ; 

But all was meant at home to croſs s 

* Slaves longing for the morning. 
\ { © WS | N 
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To cloud the Britiſh horizon, _ 
Where Freedom has for ages ſhone, 
BILL ſet DunDas and GRENVILLE on; 
Like night without a morning, 
— ind ——, with bills of lies, 
They ve ſhut our ths, o'ercaſt our ſkics ; 
Perhaps ere long they'll cloſe our cyes 
From looking on the morning: 


But yet in Court there's men of worth, 

The Goddeſs LI ER TV brought forth, 

To ſpread her rays weſt, ſouth, and north, 
Like Phebus in the morning. 


PiTT and Dunpas ſtrive to prevail 
O'er CHarLit Fox and LauptrDaALE ; 
Men who in Court can tell a tale 


Bright as the riſing morning. 
When the enlightening words of Gzzr 
Dart through the Pit, then all is day; 
And SxErIDAN makes night give way 

To the advancing morning. 


Yet from the Pit there comes a ſmoke, 
Which LiBe&Ty herſelf muſt choke 


If Gracious Groxox proves not a cock 
To route her in the morning. 


Were foul Corruption but extinct, 

Would men but Worth prefer to chir4, 

Then FazzDom would not only blink, 
But ſhed eternal morning. 
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The Tree of Liberty,—a plant 
Of Britiſd growth,—not French we want; 
Beneath whoſe ſpade Our 31REs did chaunt, 


Like larks in a May morning. 


BiLLy depoſe - (that's o'er good for m,) 
Then we ſhall weather out the ſtorm, 
And Britain, deck'd in a Reform, 

Look fairer than the morning. 


STANZAS 
10 THE 


MEMORY OF ROBERT BURNS. 


BY EDWARD RUSHTON, 


Poor, wildly ſweet uncultur'd flow'r, 
Thou lowlieſt of the muſc's bow'r, 
tern ruin's ploughſhare, 'mang the ſtowre, 
| « Has cruſh'd thy ſtem,” 
And ſorrowing verſe ſhall mark the hour, 
Thou bonnie gem.“ 


Neath the green turf, dear nature's child, 
Sublime, pathetic, artleſs, wild, 
Of all thy quips and cranks deſpoil d, 
| Cold doſt thou lie; 
And many a youth and maiden mild 
Shall o'er thee ſigh. 
N ij 
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Thoſe pow rs that eagle-wing'd could ſoar, 
'That heart which ne'er was cold before, 
That tongue which caus —— 

Are now laid low, 
And Scotia's ſons ſhall hear no more 


Thy rapt'rous flow. 
'1 
Warm'd with © a ſpark o' nature's fire,” 
From the rough plough thou didſt aſpire 
To make « , world adguure 


And few like thee, 
Oh! Bvzxs, have ſwept the minſtrel's lyre 


With ecſtacy. 


F'er winter's icy vapours fail, 
The violet, in th' uncultur'd dale, 
So ſweetly ſcents the paſling gale, 
That ſhepherd boys, 
Led by the fragrance they inhale, 
Soon find their prize. 
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So when to life's chill glens confin'd, 
Thy rich, tho' rough, untutur'd mind, 
Pour'd on the ſenſe of each rude hind 
Such ſonſy lays, 
That to thy brow was ſoon aſſign'd 
The wreath of praiſc. 
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Anon, with nobler daring bleſt, 

The wild notes throbbing at thy breaſt, 

* friends, wealth, learning, unpoſleſs'd, 
Thy fervid mind 

Tow'rds fame's proud turrets boldly preſs'd, 
And pleas'd mankind, 
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But what avail'd thy pow'rs to pleaſe, 
When want approach'd, and pale diſeaſe; 
Could theſe thy infant brood appeaſe - 
That wail'd for bread ? 
Or could they, for a moment, eaſe 
Thy woe-worn head ? 


Applauſe, poor child of minſtrelſey, 
Was all the world e' er gave to thee ; 
Unmov'd, by pinching penury 
They ſaw thee torn, 
. with ſympathy, 
Thy loſs they mourn. 


Oh ! how I loath the bloated train, 
Who oft had heard thy dulcet ſtrain ; 
Yet, when thy frame was rack'd with pain, 
Could keep aloof, 
And eye with opulent diſdain 
Thy lowly roof. 


Yes, proud Dumfries, oh! would to Heaven 

Thou hadſt from that cold ſpot been driven, 

Thou might'ſt have found ſome ſhelt ring haven 
On this ſide Tweed: — 

Yet ah c' en here, poor bards have ſtrives, 
And died in need. 


True genius ſcorns to flatter knaves, 
Or crouch amidſt a race of ſlaves ; 
His ſoul, while fierce the tempeſt raves, 
No tremor knows, 
And with unſhaken nerve he braves 
.Life's pelting woes. 
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No wonder, then, that thou ſhouldſt find 
Th' averted glance of half mankind ; 
Shouldſt ſee the fly, flow ſupple mind 
To wealth aſpire, 
While — and want, combin'd 
| To quench thy fire. 


While en pipe loud and ſtrong, 
'The high perch'd ſtorm- cock pours his ſong : 
So thy Zolian lyre was ſtrung ! 

Midſt chilling times; 
Vet clearly didſt thou roll along 

Thy “ routh of rhymes.” 


And oh! that routh of rhymes ſhall raiſe 

For thee a laſting pile of praiſe. - 

Haply ſome wing, in theſe oùr days, 
Has loftier ſoar'd ; 

But from the heart more melting lays 
Were never pour'd. 


Where Ganges rolls his yellow tide, 
Where bleſt Columbus' waters glide, 7 
Old Scotia's ſons, ſpread far and wide, 
Shall oft rehearſe, 
With ſorrow ſome, but all with pride, 
Thy witching verſe. 


In early ſpring, thy earthly bed 
Shall be with many a wild flow'r ſpread ; | J 
The violet there her ſweets ſhall ſhed, 
In humble guiſe, = = 
And there the mountain daiſy's head 
Shall duly riſe. 1 


AN 
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While darkneſs reigns, ſnould bigotry, 
With boiling blood, and bended knee, 
Scatter the weeds of infamy . 
O'er thy cold clay, 
'Thoſe weeds, at light's firſt. bluſh, ſhall be 
Soon ſwept away. 


And when thy ſcorners are no more, 
The lonely glens, and ſea-beat ſhore, 
Where thou haſt croon'd thy fancies o'er 
With ſoul elate, 
Oft ſhall the bard at eve explore, 
And mourn thy fate. 


SONNET. 


BY THE SAME, 


Go place the ſwallow on yon turfy bed, 
Much will he ſtruggle, but can never riſe: 

Go raiſe him even with the daiſy's head, 
And the poor twitt'rer like an arrow flies. 


So oft thro' life the man of pow'rs and worth, 
Haply the caterer for an infant train, 

Like Bus Ns, muſt ſtruggle on the bare-worn earth, 
While all his efforts to ariſe are vain, 


Vet Should the hand of relative or friend, 
Juſt from the ſurface, lift the ſuff ring wight, 

Soon would the wings of induſtry extend, 
Soon would he riſe from anguiſh to delight, 
Go then, ye affluent, go, your hands outſtretch, 


And from deipair 's dark verge, oh! raiſe the woc-worn wretch. 
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SONNET. 


WRITTEN ON VIEWING AN OBJECT OF DISTRESS, IN A 
STORMY NIGHT, IN THE STREETS OF LONDON. 


Oh, where, poor houſeleſs wand'rer of the night, 
Where wilt thou hide thee ſrom this clam'rous ſtorm ? 
What friendly roof ſhall ſhicld thy gentle form ? 

By the pale glimm'ring of yon mournful light 
I mark thy griet-ſunk eye and tatter'd clothes! 

Sweet was thy ſong of peace, in happier years, 

That cheer'd the vale; now on thy cheek appears 

| Youth's faded beauty, that can ill oppoſe 

This bitter wind. So foul, and yet ſo fair — 

Curſt be th' inſidious villain's fiend-like art, 

Who firſt enſnar d thy unſuſpecting heart; 
Robb'd thee of peace - then left thee to deſpair !— 
Oh, if the parent, midſt this conflict wild, 

Could view, ſo chang'd, ſo leſt, his once lov'd child! 


LINES, 


TO A YOUNG MAN OF FORTUNE, WHO ABANDONED HIMSELF 


TO AN INDOLENT AND EAUSELESS MELANCHOLY, 


Hence that fantaſtic wantonneſs of woe, 
O, youth, to partial fortune vainly dear — 
To plunder'd Want's half-ſhelter'd hovel go; 
Go, and ſome hunger-bitten infant hear 
| Moan haply in a dying mother's ear; 
Or, when the cold and diſmal fog-damps brood 
O' er the rank church-yard with ſcar clm-leaves ſlrew d, 
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D 
Pace round ſome widow's grave, whoſe dearer part 
Was ſlaughter'd, where o'er his uncofhn'd limbs 


The flocking fleſh-birds ſcream'd ! then, while thy heart 


Groans, and thine eyes a fiery deluge dims, 


Know (and the truth ſhall kindle thy young mind)— 
What Nature makes thee mourn, ſhe bids thee heal. 


O, abjeR, if, to ſickly dreams reſign'd, 


All effortleſs, thou leave earth's commonweal 


A prey to the thron'd murd'rers of mankind 


TO THE GLOW-WORM. 


Gem of this lone and ſilent vale, 
Treaſure of ev'ning's penſive hour, 
I come thy modeſt light to hail! 
I come a votive ſtrain to pour. 


Nor chilly dews, nor paths untrod, 


Can from thy ſhrine my footſteps fright :—- 


Thy lamp ſhall guide me o'er the ſod, 


And cheer the gath'ring miſts of night. 


Again thy yellow fire impart !— 
Lo, planets ſhed a mimic day ; 
Lo, vivid meteors round me dart ; 


On weſtern clouds red lightnings play ! 


But vain theſe ſplendid fires to me, 
Borne on the ſeaſon's ſultry wing, 
- Unleſs thy ſlender form 1 ſee 
Around its fairy luſtre fling. 
Vor. I. 
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Thine is an unobtruſive blaze ; 
Content art thou in ſhades to ſhine ; 

And much I wiſh, while thus I gaze, 
To make thy MopesT merit mine! 


For, long, by youth's wild wiſhes, caſt 
On the falſe world's tempeſtuous fea, 

I ſeek RETIREMENT's ſhore at laſt— 
And find a monitor in thee., 


THE MOURNER. 


Come, Smiles; come, gay attire, and hide 
The anguiſh rankling in my breaſt ! 

I'll lay my fable garb aſide, 
And ſeem to cold inquirers bleſt. 


Ves: —I will happy triflers join, 
As when griet's dart beſide me flew, 
And love and all its joys were mine, 
And ſorrow but by name I knew; 
Ere-death had ſeai d the cruel doom 
Which call'd my Henry to the tomb ! 


Hard was the ſtroke :—bnt, O, I hate 
The ſacred pomp of grief to ſhow !— 

Thron'd in my breaſt, in ſecret ſtate, 
Shall live the rev'ren'd form of woe. 


I hate the tear which pity gives; 

I'm jealous of her curious cye: 
The only balm my hcart receives 
Is from my own UNuEEDED ſigh! 


When veil'd in night, to ſleep a foe, 
I bend before the throne of woe 
A face of ſmiles, a heart of tears ! 
So, in the church-yard, realm of death, 
The turf increaſing verdure wears, 
While all is pale and pea beneath ! 


SONG or FREEDOM, 


Ix her temple's expanſe the bright Goddeſs of Fame- 
Bade the breath of loud clamour repole ; 

Then, when pure from her eye ſtrram'd the life-giving flame, 
Stern Freedom majeſtic aroſe. 


Emblazon'd (ſhe cried) on the tablet of truth 
My FOX in full portrait diſplay, 

To he pure from pollution, immortal in youth, 
When kingdoms, when empires decay. 


Here let honour unblemiſh'd, to guard him attend, 
Here virtue's glad angel repair; 

Here his deep-ſurrow'd front let old wiſdom unbend, 
And wave the white locks of his hair. 


Now, my Fox the broad banner of juſtice unfurls, 
As the flood of corruption he braves; 

Now my tempeſt-wing'd thunders indignant he hurls 
On ſycophants, nainions, and faves. 


Hereafter, ſurviving fate's perilſome hour, 
Here his name ſhall flouriſm ſublime, 
When the tools of oppreſſion, the pageants of pow'r 
Shall be ſwept from the annals ol tine, 
O 1 
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THE NEGRO BOY. 


The African Prince. wvho lately arrived in England, being aſted 
What be bad given for bis Watch ? replied, . What 1 will 
never give again gave a fine BOY for it.“ 

Wurx avarice enſlaves the mind, 
And ſelfiſh yiews alone bear ſway, 
** Man turns a favage to his kind, 2 
And blood and rapine mark his way : 
Alas! for this poor ſimple toy, 
I ſold a blooming negro boy. 


His father's hope, his mother's pride ; 
Tho' black, yet comely to their view; 
1 tore him helpleſs from their ſide, 
And gave him to a ruſſian crew: 
To fiends that Afric coaſt annoy, 
I fold the blooming negro boy. 


From country, friends, and parents torn, 
His tender limbs in chains confin'd, oh 
1 ſaw him o'cr the billows borne, ; 
And mark's his agony of mind: 
But ſtill to gain this ſimple toy, 
I gave away the negro boy. 


In iſles that deck the weſtern wave, 
i doom'd the hopeleſs youth to dwell ; 
A poor, forlorn, inſulted ſlave, | 
A beaſt that Chriſtians buy and ſell; 
And in their cruel taſks employ, 
The much-enduring negro boy. 
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His wretched parents long ſhall mourn, 
Shall long explore the diſtant main, 
In hopes to ſee the youth return; 
But all their hopes and ſighs are vain ; 
They never ſhall the ſight enjoy 
Of their lamented negro boy. 


Beneath a tyrant's harſh command, 
He wears away his youthful prime, 
Far diſtant from his native land, 
A ſtranger in a foreign clime : 
No pleaſing thoughts his mind employ, 
A poor dejected negro boy. 
But he who walks upon the wind, 
Whoſe voice in thunder's heard on high, 
Who doth the raging tempeꝶ᷑ bind, 
Or wing the light'ning through the ſky; 
In his own time will ſoon deſtroy 
'Th' oppreſſors of the negro boy. 


| 


ELIZA; or, THE POSY. 


Sou roſe-bnds ſrom the gay parterre 
My fingers nimbiy drew, 
And then narcifſus, ſilver fair, 
Impearl'd with globes of dew : 
A fwert-27i'r ſprig, ſome myrtle lips, 
All theſe together dreſs'd, | 
- Full fragrant as Eliza's lips, 
I plac'd them on my breaſt. 


1 
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. Theſe flow'rs, {ang I, are emblems true 
Of each external grace, 
Her cheeks diſplay the reſy hue, 
Narciſſus taints her face: 
. Her breath the vernal brier ſeems, 
Firſt kiſs'd by Sol at morn, 
. Her wit, like Phœhus, brill'ant beams, 
More pointed the thorn, 


But what is beauty's faireſt bloom, 

V Devoid of mental truth? / 

IThe brake that yields the beſt perfume, 
May hide the ſerpent's tooth: 

Eliza owns each gentle pow r, 
To all ſne's good and kind, 

And ev'ry virtue ſheds a flow'r, 
To decorate her mind. 


Ceaſe ! ceaſe the ſtrain of one ſo ſweet, 
(Her charms ye envious ſee,) 
What makes my bliſs of life complete, 
She ſtores them all for me. 
Then like the miſer let me prove, 
Lock up each brillant part 
With friendſhip and the key of love, 
In truth's ſtrong boz—my heart 


— co 


MODERN POETRY. 


Sous by the blaze of dazzling fiction caught 
| - "Strain to the laſt extremities of thought. 
: With looſen'd rein imagination runs, 


And dips her pencil in a thouſand ſuns! 
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On ev'ry ſide a ſtrong effulgence flows, 
And reaſon's exil'd to the realms of proſe. 
And laughs not nature, when ſhe calmly views 
'The gariſh progreſs of the gaudy muſe ? 
Beholds cach trifling circumſtance appear 
In all the various colours of the year ? 
Fat, drink, or ſleep, be joyous, or be ſad, 
Still is each act in heav'nly fplendour clad. 
If breakſaſt's call'd for—in celeſtial ſtile 
Angels-deſcend to make the kettle boil: 
Some guardian ſpirit pours the nectar out, 
And ſimp'ring cupids hand the toaſt about. 
Nature, with eaſe judiciouſly difpiay'd, 
Rich in herſelf, requires no foreign aid. - 
Shown as ſhe is, though e'er ſo void of care, 
She's always proper, and ſhe's always fair. 


H.Y MN. 


Wut ſounds of war are heard around, 
And death and ruin ſtrew the ground, 
To Thee we look, and Thee we call, 
The Parent and the Lord of all. 


Thou, who haſt fampt on human kind E 
The image of a heaven-born mind, 4 
And in a father's wide embrace, 


Haſt cheriſh'd all the kindred race; 


O! ſee with what infatiate rage 

"Thy ſons their impious battles wage; 
How fpreads de ſtruction like a flood, 
And brothers ſhed their brothers blood ! 
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See guilty paſſions ſpring to birth, 
And deeds of hell deform the earth; 
While righteouſneſs and juſtice mourn, 
And love and pity droop forlorn. 

Great God ! whoſe powerful hand can bind 
The raging waves, the furious wind, 

O! bid the brutal tempeſt ceaſe, 

And huſh the madd'ning world to peace. 
With rev'rence may each hoſtile band 
Hear and obey that high command, 

'Thy Son's bleſt errand from above, 

« My creatures live in mutual love!“ 


BRITANNIA. 
RxNOWN'D Britannia! lov'd paternal land! 

Regard thy welfare with a watchful eye! 
Whene'er the weight of want's afflicting hand 

Wakes in thy vales the poor's perſuaſive cry; 
When wealth enormous ſets th oppreſſor high, 

When bribes thy ductile ſenators command. 

And ſlaves in office freemen's rights withſtand, 
Then mourn ! for then thy fate approacheth nigh ! 
Not from contiguous Gaul, nor haughty Spain, 

Nor all the neighbouring nations of the main, 

Though leagu'd in war tremendous round thy ſhore, 
But from thyſelf, thy ruin muſt proceed 
Nor boaſt thy power ; for know it is decreed, to 

Thy freedom loſt, thy power ſhall be no more ! th 


A SKETCH OF THE ALPS AT DAY-BREAK. 
The ſun-beams ſtreak the agure ſkies, 
And tint with light the-mountain's brow ; 
With hounds and horns the hunters riſe, 
And chaſe the roebuck thro' the ſnow. . 


From rock to rock, with giant bound, 
Mute, leſt the air, convuls'd by ſound, 
| Rend from above a frozen maſs *. 


The goats wind flow their wonted way 
Up craggy ſteeps and ridges rude, 

By wild wolves deſtin'd for their prey 
From deſcrt, cave, or hanging wood. 


And, while the torrent thunders loud, 
And, as the echoing cliffs reply, 

The huts peep o'er the morning cloud, 
Perch'd, like an eagle's neſt, on high. 


LINES, 
Written in a blank page of an Almanack Pocket-book, addreſſed to 
the Autbor : Siſter. | 
ANNA, to you this little book I ſend, 
Reflection's monitor, and-memory's friend, 


* There are paſſes in the Alps where the Guides tell you 
to move on with ſpeed and ſay nothing, leſt the agitation ef 
the air ſhould looſen the ſnows above. 

Vor I 4 P 
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For here the progreſs of the year you trace, 
And every duty finds its proper place. 
But ſay, what needs this monitor tq you, 
Whoſe every hour can boaſt employment due; 
Divided claims of infancy and age, 
Your tender thoughts and uſeful cares engage ; 
Aſſiduous every moment to improve 
To filial duty, and maternal love. 
Yet, though the gift but ſmall regard can claim, 
The page records an abſent brother's name, 
Who midſt his wanderings round this world of care, 
Still in your heart demands a brother's ſhare, 
If this known hand awakes aſſection's glow, 
And memory kindles at the name below ; 
If, while to rear your infant girl and boy, 
A mother's tender cares your hours employ ; 
If, trembling for the fate of future years, 
You prove a mother's pang's, a mother's fears; 
Or, while a deateſt father's bed you tend, 
And anxious o'er his drooping form you bend, 
Intend each kindly office to ſupply, 
Watch every glance, and read the aſking eye, 
And by the balm a child alone can give, 
Bid fainting nature in affection live:. 
if, midſt theſe taſks, warm ſympathy can chear, 
And love fraternal dry the falling tear, 
Then not in vain this humble gift you'll view, 
And think of him, who, while he thinks of you, 
Heaves the ſoft ſigh, and breathes an ardent prayer, 
That Heaven may view your love, and crown your pious 

Care, : 
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THE BOTTOMLESS PIT. 
A NEW SONG, 
Tune, — Dęſerver to be reclon d an Aſs. 


Great Britain had glory, Hibernia had fame, 
For arts and for arms they were fit; 
But now we may ſay, to our ſorrow and ſhame, 
They are all ſwallow'd up by a Pit. 
A Pit, oc. 


Our EL and our enemies fled, 
As a debtor would run from a writ ; 

But now they prevail, and have gather'd an head, 
And our ſpirits are ſunk in a Prr. 


Our commerce once flouriſh'd, our trade was alive, 
And credit attended each cit ; 

But our debts are ſo many, in vain we will ſtrive 
To keep our wealth out of a Prr. 
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Lately peace crown'd our joys, and by no foreign jar 
Our coffers and pockets were ſmit ; 

But now we are plung'd in a ruinous war, 
And our glory o'erwhelm'd in a Prr. 


Alas! we were fooliſh, for when we were well, 
In quiet we ſcorned to ſit ; 

But now we're as miſcreants ſentenc'd to hell, 
And hell is a bottomleſs Prr. 


Time was, we fear d neither Spain, Holland, nor Frames 
Our councils they could not out-wit; 
But of late they oppoſe us, and lead us a dance, 
For our councils are held in a Prr. | 
; P ij 
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Our bleſs d Conſtitution with zeal we upheld, 
And the force of our laws did admit ; 

But the firſt is grown weak, and the laſt are ſo fwell'd 
They now centre all in a Prr. 


We now may not write, we now may not fpeak. 
If Miniſters do not permit; 
Leſt what's ſaid or written ſhould cauſe us to ſqueak, 


When we are ſhut up in a Pit. 


But we hope time will come, when no more we ſhall be 
A prey to a fleecing bandit, 
And that mud, duſt, and aſhes, we'll joyfully ſee 
1s. onctooturands warn. ld. jaws of the Pir, 
The Pir; g 
Cloſe the wide yawning jaws of the Prr. 


XK 0OSCIUSXO. 


AN ODE, 


WHY feels my boſom this unuſual glow, 
Why throbs my breaſt with griefs unknown before? 
Tis white thy fate, brave hero, I deplore, 

And o'er thy country's wrongs I drop the tear of woe 


Who, who, great man, to thee ſhall raiſe 

The monument of laſting praiſe ? 

To loſty genius does the taſk belong; 

The grandeſt ſubjeQ claims the nobieſt ſong ! 
Dut ſure, no aid fictitious ne: ds that verſe, 
Which actions, grzat as thine, rchearſe ; 
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Truth ſhould the ſacred trains inſpire, 

When virtues, ſuch as thine, we ſing ; 

The heart ſhoyld be the muſe's lyre, 

And each fine feeling prove a rapt'rous ſtring! 
Methinks, ſublime I ſee thee ſtand, 
Indignant view th' oppreſſed land, 

And ſwear revenge, and draw the ſacred ſteel! 
Then, then thy country lifts her drooping head, 
Hails her deliv'rer near, and bids her tyrant dread !— 

Europe applauds the patriot zeal, 
That thus, by liberty inſpir d, 
A nation feels each boſom fir'd, 
: Dares to oppoſe a foreign deſpot's law, 
Whoſe power would keep the flaviſh world in awe, 
And high exalted midſt the rolls of fame, 


Points to her favourite Koscivsxo's name! 


Now vict' ry ſeems to crown the cauſe, 
And gazing nations ſhout applauſe ! 
But, ah! barbarian myriads ! ſee they pour 
Like ruſhing cataracts Firm the hero ſtood, 
And fought undaunted—tfearleſs ſhed his blood 
To lengthen liberty, one ſingle hour 
Then, when o'erpower'd the patriot band gave way, 
His country groan'd——for freedom loſt the day! 
Reckleſs of life, he ſought the grave, 
The refuge of the nobly brave; 
But power's reſiſtleſs force pronounc'd his doom, 
To mourn his country's fate within a dungeon's gloom ! 
Hark! hark! what ſhrieks of horror riſe, 
What calls for mercy ſtrike the ear, 
"Tis Warſaw's infants—female cries ! 
They cry—but no delv'rer's near 


, 
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See, ſee 8u ax O on th' enſanguin d plain, 
Defenceleſs blood his horrid robes diſtain ! 
Upborne aloft by death and black deſpair, 
1 ſee his crimſon banners ſhock the air; 
I ſee the monſter ſtalking o'er 
The dead, the dying, in a field of gore! 
Eager in havoc—furious to deſtroy, 
The cracking heart-ſtrings give him ſavage joy, 
And mortal groans are muſic '—Turn, turn away, 
Imagination, from that dreadful day; 
His name ſhall blot th' hiſtoric page, 
And ſtand the deep-fetch'd curſe of ev'ry future age! 


Plung'd in a priſon's ſubterraneous cell, 

See Kosciosko bid the world farewell! 

The big tear ſtarting from his manly eye, 

Scorning obſcurely thus to die ; 

Ev'n now he feels for thoſe oppreſs d, 

His countr) 's ſuff rings wring his tortur d breaſt ! 
Ard hope, with flatt'ring foreſight, ſcems to ſay, 

»- Unce more I yet may ſce that glorious day, 

When Poland's wrongs reveng'd with brilliant fame, 
Tyrants ſhall tremble at her conquering name! 


As in thoſe climes where ſol's bright rays appear 
Seldom to gi!d the ſcene throughout the year, 
A iick'ning gloom o'er nature's beauties ſpread, 
i The people mourn with grief—and walk in dread ; 
| $ But when the ſun its long-wiſh'd viſit makes, 
| Joy burſts around, and wax the jcy partakes ! 
Its beams all nature's ſecret ſtores expand, 
Ard eds a brilliant luſtre oer the land! 
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So, Koscivsxo, from thy dungeon drear, ; 
We hail thy preſence feel thy influence here !— 
Our breaſts from thee ſhall catch a parting ray, 
The facred flame ſhall blaze ſome future day! 
Mankind their wrongs no longer ſhall repine, 
Fox FREEDOM's GLORIOUS SUN SHALL EVERLASTING SHINE! 


SEQUEL 
OF THE 
ADDRESS TO THE POWERS AT WAR. 


( See page 41. 
Can you arreſt the lava's tide, 
Caſcading from the mountain's fide , 
That in combuſtion roars ; ' 
Or occan, when the tempeſt raves, 
And his ungovernable waves 
Daſh deluge on the ſhores ? 


If wild Fanaticiſm's zeal 

Could on your anceſtors prevail 
To join the mad cruſade, 

To efforts of impaſſioned mind 
Muſt Liberty perſuade. 


Greece how enabl'd to reſiſt 

TH' invaſive millions of the Eaſt, 
To conquer nations Rome, 

The Tranſatlantic planters how 

The parent flate to diſavow, 
And Freedom's flag aſſume? 


* 
ein o 
* : 
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Yet as o'er ſlaves they tyranniz d, | 
Their ſpecies rights they ſacrific'd ; 
The many to the few ; 
And were Republics but in name, 
Exhibited by partial Fame, 
As models to the view. 


With them the citizens were kings, 

The flaves not perſens deem'd but things 
Below the law's regard; 

Hence every inſult, grief, and pain, 

That pow'r and paſſion could ordain, 
Th' abandon'd wretches ſhar'd. 


BxvTvs ought to have hugg'd the chain, 
Still leſs could WasninGToN complain 
Of Britain's ſtamping tax, | 
To Freedom's genuine feclings loſt 
As each of ſlaves poſſeſs d a hoſt, — 
One whites, the other blacks. 


But your antagoniſts proclaim 

In ſyren ſongs a novel ſcheme, 
Adapted to bewitch; 

At once it captivates the poor, 

And will, they truſt, in time allure 
The worthy of the richꝰ. 


Attentive liſten to complaint, 

Appeaſe well-founded diſcontent, 
Reviſe, retrench, reform; 

Sure means the diadem to guard, 

Or to avert, or long retard 

The faſt-advancing ſtorm. 
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"Tis not che Law-eſtabliſh'd Throne, 
But Oligarchy's ſway alone, 

Diſcuſſion's voice alarms ; 
That juſtly of reſearch afraid, 
Reſorts to Superſtition's aid, 

And Perſecution arms. 
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The Monarch's and his People's rights, 
Which common intereſt unites, 
Let no falſe friends divide; 
Be popularity your force, 
Be population your reſource, 
Proſperity your pride. 


Prieſts bridle where they domineer, 
'They Genius curb in his career, 
Except on Muſic's ground; 
The ltalian, and the German too, 
Atteſt the propoſition true, 
And ſhine enflav'd in ſound. 


So deſlin'd to perpetual night, 
By the extinQion of his ſight, 
The Goldſinch tunes his throat; 
Nature in pity helps his lay, 
To recompenſe the loſs of day, 
By melody ct note. 


For innovation men are ripe; 
Where-e'er the workers of the type 
Have rous'd them to reflect; 
Injuſtice feel, abuſe perceive, 
In monkiſh legends diſbalicve, : 
d fallacy detect, 
Vor. I. l 
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Try to give all ſome eaſe and weight 
That may attach them to the ftate ; - 
The dang'rous ferment quell ; 

Diſguſted leſt they diſappear 
To ſeek the happier hemiſphere,— 


Not emigrant—rebel. 
9 © 


Kings of the Continent, adieu! 

I hitherto have counſell'd you, 
And not ray native land. 

'The plans ſhe did and does purſue, 

What ſhe in future ought to do, 
A ſpecial verſe demand, 


But more expedient to delay 
To probably no diſtant day 
The intereſting ſcene, 
Than that more terrible and true, 
The dramatiſt of nature drew, 


"Twixt HAMLET and the Queen f. 
From expectation to reclaim, 
And not propenſity to blame, 

Paſt errors I repeat ; 


Come retroſpective and expand, 
That miniature of ſea and, 


The geographic ſheet. 


Survey each quarter of the ſphere, 

For nautic ſcience every where 
Your force empow'rs to range ; 

Then recollect your conduct paſt, 

1 hat reſipiſance may at laſt 
EſteQuate a change. 
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Begin with Afric's ſable race, 
But 'twere ſuperfluous to trace 
The ſlave's progreſſive woes; 
For not Apollo's ſelf, in verſe, 
So well.the ſtory could rehearſe 
As P1TT has done in proſe. 


Deſpotic power, arch ſorcereſs! 

More draſtic ꝓoiſons you poſſeſs 
Than Circe's magic bowl; 

She metamorphos'd but the ſhape, 

You, that permitting to eſcape, 
Unhumanize the ſoul f. 


Th' impracticable taſk aſſign, 
Inſtruct Injuſtice to combine 
Barbarity with art ; 
Not men. alone forbid to feel, 
But harden with no common ſteel 
The female planter's heart ||. 


Not the coincidence of ſex 

That oft deſerv'd chaſtiſement checks, 
Her lawleſs laſh arreſts; 

Nay urg'd by her imperious cries, 

The ſhock'd unwilling flogger plies 
The thong againſt the breaſts. 


She ſtands, the fury ! in delight, 
Her eyes regaling with a ſight 
That Belzebub would ſhun : 
Creat God! that ever woman could 
See whip-extracted milk and blood 
In hideous contraſt run. 
Qi 
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But th* unſuſpecting negro-maid, 

Whom force compelled, or fraud betray'd, 
To the kidnapping knave, 

Tho' bitterly ſhe wept, when ſold, 

Some corfolation took when told 
She was a lady's ſlave. 


Can Britons, who with ſhudd'ring ear 
The horrible recital hear, 
A ſpeedy change difluade ; 
Or balance to forego the juice, 
Whoſe coſtly and too common uſe 
Naintains the monſtrous trade? 


« How came (they'll cry) the candicd cane 
From Nature's pencil to obtain 
The whiteneſs of the ſnow, 
Fit but the black, or crimſon dye, 
Of carvage this the livery, 
The habit that of woe. 


From our diſguſted fight begone, 
Ye fragments of the luſcious cone, 
That ſweeten bitter tea; 
The blended taſtes no more allure, 
Unleſs Humanity procure, 
The lugar that is free.“ 


Your Miniſter though 1 arraign, 
Ard loudly of the War complain 
He puſh'd you to purſue; 
Yet, Heaven forbid! I ſhould not raiſe 
My ſong to celebrate his praiſe, * 
Where praiſe is juiliy duc. 
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Succeſsleſs—ay—but yet ſincere, 
Such my conviction I declare, 
And in the thought rejoice, 
That when he pleaded for the ſlave, 
*T was then his noble © father's grave 
« Did utter forth a voice.” 


Would he kis pleafure then compare 
Wit! pangs that now his boſom tear, 
— Thanks to the common cauſe— 

Stung by the poignant parallel, 
His diſenchanted heart mutt fyell, 
And figh for loſt applauſe. 


O'er that broad blank next paſs your eyc, 
Till various iſlands you deſcry, 
That cluſter in the ſea ; 
Marks monumental that atteſt 
To the ſagacious naturaliſt 
Earth's chief cataſtrophe 5. 


In that convuliion of the ſphere 

That made ATLANTI1s diſappcar, 
Vaſt victim of the flood! 

Provok'd dy elemental war, 

Or pour'd from ſome erratic ſtar, 
The ſtubborn mountains ſtood ; 


*R-ſiſted inundation's ſweep, 
O'ertopp'd the diſappointed deep, 
: Wulle the devoted plain, 
Submitted to the wat'ry waſte, 
And uniformity effac'd 
The vuied, hayry frene. 
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Here planters oft the cultur'd plains, 
Swept by career ing hurricanes, 

With ſelfiſh tears deplore; 
Perſiſt, ye ſcourges, in your range 
Your dreadful ravages avenge 

The captive blackamoor. 


So does the putrefactive ray,— 

For here how could the god of day 
His courſe indift'rent run? 

The air the beams paternal taint, 

To ſicken ruffians who torment 
The children of the ſun. 


Miſtaken nations ! that contend 

For theſe diſtemper'd rocks, and ſend 
Your force's choiceſt flow'r 

The yellow fever's ma to feaſt, 

Than German war or Turkiſh peſt 
More potent to devour ! 


Interrogate th' hiſtoric page 

Of empires, where the unheeded ſage 
Bewails their falling fates, 

And learn that far-extended trade, 

And diſtant conqueſts, have betray'd 
The moſt exalted ſtates. 


Some have not ſcrupl'd to conclude, 
That more calamity than good 

By navigation's wrought, 
That more ſecure and happy he, 
Whom not the nautilus, but bee 
Has by example taught. 
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Thy wonderful diſcoveries 
Which ſuperficial thinkers prize, 
Advent'rous GENOESE 
On Indians brought the ſword of Spain; 
On Africa the ſervile chain, 
On Europe foul diſcaſe. 


Nor juſt reproach can he eſcape 
Who doubl'd fuſt that ſtormy Cape, 
And ſhow'd the wat'ry way, 
Which Pillage ever fince purſucs 
To make of innocent Gentoos 
An unreſiſting prey. 


Ye Iſlands ! ſcatter d in the main, 

That undetected yet remain, 
Devoutly Heav'n implore, 

To ſink, at leaſt, miſlead, the ſhips 

Which Europe's avarice equips 
To ſearch cach hidden ſhore. 


Poſſeſſion of a golden fleece 

Was what firſt coalition'd Greece; 
Next Helen, Homer ſings ; 

A Cenotaph in Paleſtine 

Azamit the Sultan to combine 
Excited Chriſtian kings 1. 


No ſuch purſuits in after days 
Enkindl'd war's conſuming blaze, 
Not ev'n a Beauty's charms ; 
"Twas love of ſugar, coffee, ſnuffs, 
Tea, fpiceries, and painted ſtuffs, 
That ſet the werid in arms: 


> 
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And muſt, till Error's influence paſt, 
Prevailing Reaſon has at laſt 

Her ſaviour light diſplay'd, 
Convinc'd Mankind how much Sey err. 
To Agriculture who prefer 

The flecting gifts of Trade: 


Or, till two rivals warfare ceaſe, 

Who liſten now, thank Heav'n ! to Peacc 
And cordially allied, 

For Europe's int'reſt and their own, 

The apples Diſcord's hand has thrown 
Impartially divide. 


Nor ſtartle at the word © allied!“ 

Unleſs completely hate ſubſide, 
No good can Peace produce ; 

But, with redoubl'd virulence, 

1 Hoſtility muſt recommence, 

? 7200 Pecruited by the truce **.. 


Another and ſeverer bout 
Were worſe than now to fight it out; 
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And thus far argues well 
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He, who preſumes, in his Proteſt, 
'Tho' he had miſconceiv'd the paſt 
The future to foretell ; 


Yet how, French monarchy reſtor'd, 
Should permanence of peace afford 
Not ventures to declare. 
If tac attempt faculd take effect, 
I, as a prophict, too, predict 
A more deſtructive war! 


N—ù —.— 
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'The moſt of Nature's favours made; 

To huſbandry, at once, and trade 
Attention then applied, 

And feuds and fears compos'd at length, 

On you mult fall the total ſtrength 
Which parties now divide. 


Unleſs, from juſt and generous views, 
Ambition's offers both refuſe, 

"The tempting bait withſtand 
And, reſolute Mankind to ſpare, 
Between them Moderation ſhare 

The occan and the land. 


Allied, the globe they may direct, 
And nobler purpoſes eſſect 
For univerſal good; 
And, by the welfare of mankind 
Their intereſts promoted find, 
So long miſunderſtood. 


Both nations have, from time to time, 
Heard maſters of the true ſublime 
Enforce the grand advice; 
But wiſdom ſcems extravagance, 
And magnanimity romance, 
To ſhallow Cunnin s eyes. 


That meaſure had you followed, when 
A raſh and an abuſive pen 
Brought on the dire diipute, 
The ſlaughter had been ſav'd and coſt, 
Such that both lives and money loſt 
By millions men compute ff. 


3 
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Irrevocable is the. paſt, 

And o'er it Jet a veil be caſt, 
And Hiſtory implor'd 

The fatal pbreazy to omit ; 

Or, if it be already writ, 
To BLOT OUT THE RECORD. 


— 


* See Mr. Godwin's Inquiry, viii. 10. 2d edit. 

+ See Hamlet, Act III. Scene 10. 

See the Odyſſey, Book X. 

See Steadman's Voyages, lately publiſhed, particularly 
Vol. II. p. 293. 


§ See Lettres Americaines, a tranſlatien from Carli, printed 
at Boſton in 1788, and Rayna), B. X. in the beginning. 
C See the beginning of Taſſo's Jeruſalem delivered. 


get Campagres de General Pichegru, lately publiſhed, 
p. 193—4. © Malgre vos intrigues, nous avons etabli un go- 
vernement. Prenez-y garde; f1 la ſageſſe peut le riger“ dix 
ans de ſuite, vous n'en avez pas pour huit ans d' exiſtence.“— 
In ſpite of your intrigues, we have eſtabliſned a government. 
« If it be directed with wiſdom but tor ten years, you have 
« nct eight to live.“ 


14 Hear thetemperateand ſenſible author of the Letters from 
France, printed at London 1792, V ol. IV. p. 216. © But 
there is another reproach of more importance to be made to 
© Mr. Turke: it is, that, in, all probability, is predichons and 
* thoſe of the writers who followed him on the fame fide in 
France, were in a great meoſure the car;ſes of the evils they fores 

« ged. Nr. Burke predicted the death of Louis the Sixteenth, 
© ta time when not a human being in France had ſuch an 
idea in his- mind; and the eicquent and ſpecious 3 
« ke gave of the imaginary diigrace and diſtreſs of royalty, 
« met certainly had a conſiderable effect on the mind of that 
* uniortunate prince, and ſtill ore on that of tl. e queen and 
de the perſons of her court. —Put fer Dr. Burke, and bit afſe- 
* viatet in France, it in bighly N Louis the Sixteenth micht 
% howe been reigning Pcuccab. y 6: Lis throne. I do not mean 
« to #tcule their ir:tevtions, but I am warranted to ſay, that 
« their writings contributed at once to render the court diſ- 
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« contented with the revolution, and the nation ſuſpicious of 
the court. Of conſeqyence, they had a great ſhare in pro- 
« ducing the calamities of the monarch and his unfortunate 
« family.” / 

In p. 145, he had obſerved, © It may flatter the vanity of 
« this fanciful writer, to know that his work tas been fludied 
hy queens, and kings, and princes, and cavaliers; but this 
« vanity will be tempered with ſome ſlight remorſe, when he 
is aſlured that he is often c»fd by theſe deluded victims, as 
« one amongſt the authors of their misfortunes. To have in- 
« jured the cauſe he meant to defend, was not in his inten- 
tion; yet ſuch unhappily has been the effect, which 7 di not 
« fate from report, ſince many in the unfortunate claſs of ſuf- 
« ferers from the ſavage laws of national baniſhment, * 
* oiven we repeated inſtances of the deluſion.“ 


SONNET. 
By the late Mr. Maso. 
On the Anniverſary of bis Birth-day. Feb. 23. 1796. 


Is the long courſe of ſeventy- years and one, 
Oft have 1 known on this, my vatal day, 
Hoar froſt and ſweeping ſnow prolong their ſtay, 

The wild winds whiſtle, and the foreſts groan :_ 

But now ſpring's ſmile has veil'd ſtern winter's frown; 
And now the birds on every budding ſpray 

* Cnaunt oriſons, as to the morn of May :— 

Wich them all fear of ſzaſon's change is flown ! 


Like them L ſing ; yet not like them, begnil'd, 

| Expect the vernal bloom of youth to know ; 

But tho' ſuch hope be from my breaſt exil'd, 
el warm pizty's ſuperior glow, 

And as my winter, like the year's, is mild, 


Cie praiſe to Him from whom all bicfings fav 
KR R ij 
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CONTENT. 
« I pity the man that can travel from Dan to Beerſbeba, and 
« cry— tis all barren! And ſo it is ; and ſo is all the world, to 
bim who will not cultivate the fruit it offers.” STERNE, 


Away with complaints of diſtreſs 
Induc'd by falſe notions of life, 
And reflect (*twill make trouble ſeem leſs) 
Th' endearment of quiet is [trite : * 
As the ſtorms of the ocean, which ſtill with alarm, 
Give a zeſt to the pleaſures enjoy'd in a calm. 


What is it gives nature its grace; 

Why is hopc the ſweet ſource of delight; 
Whence the charms of a beautiful face, 

Or of Phoebus diſpelling the night? — 
By cantraſſ alone are their beauties diſplay' d, 
Their colouring hezghten'd or ſoften'd by ade. 


So the ſlave, when diſburden'd of toil, 
The culprit who meets a reprieve, 
The lover firſt bleſs'd with a ſmile, 
And the ſceptic when tanght to believe, 
Feel the change in their proſpects hath power to bick 
I”: proportion exact to their depth of diſtreſs. 


If grieſs, then, your journey pur ſue— 
If flocks, herbs, and fields be laid waſte, 
Recollect bitter aloes and rue 
Make honey more ſweet to the taſte; 
And, around you when darkneſs and tempeſts appear, 
Think of winter which uſhers the ſpring of the year. 
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TO THE RIVER CAM. 


Whilſt on thy ſedgey bank | penſive tray, 
And mark thy ling'ring waters ſilent lave 
Thy rows of ancient willows as they wave 
Their thin pale foliage o'er thy level way, 
Sternly doth mem'ry point the diſtant day 
Vhich to thy favour'd ſeats too raſhly gave 
My untried youth, unſcill'd the ſpell to brave 
Of Goth's inſidious ſmile and pleaſure's dulcet lay. 


Sleep on, dull ſtream, emblem, methinks, of thoſe 

Thy PAPER D $0Ns, who emulous no more, 
The page of ſcience as they rudely cloſe, 

Liſtleſs and fad drag out the lengthen'd hour; 
Or, if more ſocial claims turbid repoſe, 

With obſcene jeſt prophane the muſes' bower. 


WANT, THE FRIEND OF WIT, 


To form the verſe that keenly cuts, 
What pow'riu! helps are empty guts— 
And pockets without pence ! 
The Wit, like wildfire, ſhines and flies; 
Tach cj: ſeen around ſupplies 
The ſubjects of ſound ſenſe. 


Flow thoſe that ſmart thro' Fortunc's frown 
Nobly the love of gold cry down, 
Ard how what ills beſet it— 
The nurſe of idleneſs and pride! 
All this they ſay, or they're bely d 
Decauſe they cannot get it. 


J 
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Juſt as the fox, that had not pow'r . 
'To reach the grapes, cry'd they were ſour, 
Becauſe he found them ſcant : 
So poets, pennyleis, cry Cown 
The love of gold in ev'ry town; 
Yet GOLD is all they want. 


Wiſely to be content's a prize 
Rich folks cannot monopoliſe, 
Nor bad ones filch away; 
To bad ones it is quite unknown, 
And on proud empire's golden throne 
Who finds it ev'ry day ! 


A_—AV"LY==YTTYTHLACITS "_o 


SONNET, 


Addreſſed to Mr. Ex$KINE, on bis conducting the Proſecution a- 
gainſt WILLIAMS for publiſhing the * AGE OF REASON,” 
Exskixx, if aught the ſelf-approving heart 

Receive of added honour from the muſe, 
Who, while the track of virtue ſhe purſues, 

Strives a ſuperior luſtre to impart 

To cach ennobling deed, and give to fame 

The laſting record of each glorious name; 

Would my weak muſe her ready pen aſſume, 
And bid her ſoſteſt, cleareſt numbers flow, 
Till, to thy name reſponſive, earth below, 

Air, fea, and ſkies, ſhou'd waft the glad perfume 

Of virtue unſubdued,—of Chriſtian zeal, 

To Heaven's high foo: lool, where, with many a pray'r 

For lengthen'd days, and unabated weal | 
To virtue's friend, ſhould re thi pious air, 


LINES, 


Comprſed on a ſummer evening, at a-fmall public-bouſe, in Lanſdown,, 
negr Bath, 
PuRPLED in clouds, now faintly gleams the weſt, 
And miſty twilight'iteals the ſcene away; 
The toil-worn lab'rer carols to his home— 
And twitt'ring birds cempoſe their veſper lay, 
But—hark ! I hear the diſtant church- bell toll, 
Sadd'ning with mournful melody the gale ! 
Liſt ; lift !—again the melancholy kneil 
In ſolemn pauſes ſtrikes along the vale. 
From yonder tow'r the deathy note proclaims 
Some village hind his deſtin'd courſe hath run; 
Some orphan'd child, perhaps, a parent mourna— 
Perhaps ſons widow'd mother wails her ſon ! * 
Or, Friegdfhip* ſacred bands aſunder torn 
May o'er a kindred ſpirit drop the tear; 
Or (more afllitive ſtill), ſome ſaithful maid, 
Perchance, may follow, ſad, a lover's bier ! 


Such are the leſſons that, to mortals giv'n, 
Bid turn from earth and fix our hopes in heav'n. 


_ EPIGRAM. 
In EncLanD, lo! what changes paſs! 


Who was Joux Bol, is now Jack-Ass. 
1 | 


ELEGY 
By a fond Huſband on bis departed Wife. 


Sarr in your grave, Pro, there you lie, 
You're eaſy, love—and fo am I. | 
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TRANSLATED FROM A. FRENCH WORK, INTITULED © IIa 
MERVEILLES DE LA NATURE,” 


Uzheeded ſhall the vi'let bloom and fade, 
Whom modeſty keeps almoſt buried here; 

Afar retir'd thou ſeck'ſt the humble ſhade, 
The victim of the-popyiy's haughty ſneer. 


Come, lovely emblem of the heavenly mind, 

Vhere virtue reigns undeck'd by pomp's proud glare; 
Concealment here in vain thou hop'd to find, | 

Come, artleſs, grace the boſom of the fair, * 


So virtue ſhuns, abaſh'd, the blaze of day, 
And would her beauties from the world conceal ; 
But native ſplendcur ſha!l her charms betray, 
And odours ſweet thine hiding place reveal. 
| | 88 4 
SONNET. | 


Ox the green banks, in happicr days, I ſtray' d 
With love, who whiſper'd many a tender tale, 
And the glad waters winding through the dale, 

Heard the ſweet eloquence fond love diſplay'd. 


Yon purpled plain, cool grot, and arching glade, 
Ye hills, ye ſtreams, where plays the ſilken gale, * 
Ye pathleſs wilds, yon rock encircled dale, 

Which oft have heard the tender plaints 1 made ! 


Le woodland maids, who climb the mountain's brow, 
Ye mark'd how joy once wing'd each hour ſo gay; 
Ah! mark how ſad cach hour now wears away! 

So fate with human bliſs, blends human woe. 


f 
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LIBERTY. 

Impell'd by curſed thirſt of gold, 

See harden'd Britons plough the waves, 
(Their conſciences to Mammon fold) 

To make their fellow-mortals Slave: / 
Their prey, with ſavage joy, is bound ; 

Him they, unmov d, in anguiſh, ſee 

Rolling his eyes, all wild around, 

And groaning, O ſweet Lizexty!” 
What horrors crowd into his mind 

What tortures feel his jetty limbs, 
In cavern dark and low confin'd, 

Or rather cruſh'd betwixt the beams ! 
'Thence dragg'd th' oppreſſor's laſh to bear, 

(His eyes from tears ſcarce ever free) ; 
He cries, where none but Gov will hear, 

O dear, O precious LIE TY!“ 

His time creeps on, his ſtrength decays, 

His cruel lord no pity ſhows ; 
In ſweat and blood are ſpent his days, 

His nights in unavailing woes : 
When nature can no mere endure, 

He ſinks beneath his fav'rite tree; 
From toil releas'd, of reſt ſecure ; 

And, dying, whiſpers « LIIT ATT!“ 


Jex K#< and WiLL Filth, 

A Drawer of Ropes, and a Driver of Quils, 
At a Kirk in the Weſt, met to vote for Tue BiLLs. 
« Tacx Ketch,” cried Quil-driver, “ the Chair ought to fill.” 
« And I ſhall,” cricd Jacx, © have my own wicked WII.“ 
The Meeting gave both the full length of their tether ; 
And ſaw, with delight, KeTca and FiLca bong together. 

Vol. I. 8 
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TO CONTENT. 


SrxeNELyY temper'd tenant of the ſhade, 
Penſively joyous, heav'nly-muſing maid, 

Dart beams of patience on my buſy mind ; 
Teach me, like thee, to varying fate reſign'd, 
In life's worlt tempeſts with the ſurge to riſe— 
In TH0UGaT and ACT10N temperately wile. 


Should Farx th' enchanting ſpells of Love deſtroy, 
Oh, teach me how to ſlight the unfaithful joy; 
Make each deluſion fly its native breaſt, 

And the tam'd blood, unagitated, reſt ! 

Should my ambitious toils, my love of name, 


Earn not a WHISPER from the tongue of Fame; 
Should Fzx1tnDsurr ſteal its balmy hand away, 


Or ſightleſs FoxTUNE make me P1Ty's prey, 


In thy ſoft boſem let me ſeek repoſe— 
The pillow and the cure of all my woes 


ODE TO THE SKY-LARK. 

SWEETEST warbler of the ſkies, 
Soen as morning's purple dyes 
O'er the eaſtern mountains float, 
Waken'd by thy merry note, 
'Thro' the fields of yellow corn, 
That Merſey's winding banks adorn, 
Or green meads I gaily pals, 
And lightly bruſh the dewy graſs. 


I love to hear thy matin lay, 
And warbling wild notes die away; 
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I love to mark thy upward flight, 

And ſee thee leſſen from my fight : 

Then, ended thy ſweet madrigal, 

Sudden fwift I ſee thee fall, 

With wearied wing, and beating breaſt, 5 

Near thy chirping younglings neſt. 
Ah! who that hears thee carol free 

Thoſe jocund notes of liberty, 

And ſees thee independent ſoar, 

With gladſome wing, the blue ſky o er, 

In wiry cage would thee reſtrain, 

To pant for liberty in vain ; 

And ſee thee gainſt thy priſon grate 

Thy little wings indignant beat, 

And peck and flutter round and round 

Thy narrow, lonely, hated bound; 

And yet not ope thy priſon door, 

To give thee liberty once more ? 


None ! none! but he whoſe vicious eye 
The charms of nature can't enjoy; 
Who dozes thoſe ſweet hours away, 
When thou begin' ſt thy merry lay; 
And cauſe his lazy limbs refuſe 
To tread the meadow's morning dews, 
And there thy carly wild notes hear, 
He keeps thee lonely priſoner. 

Not ſuch am l, ſweet warbler: no; 
For ſhould thy ſtrains as ſweetly flow, 
As ſweetly flow, as gaily ſound, 
Within thy priſon's wiry bound, 
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As when thou ſoar'ſt with lovers pride, 
And pour'ſt thy wild notes far and wide; 
Yet ſtill depriv'd of every ſcene, 

The yellow lawn, the meadow green, 
The hawthorn buſh beſprink't with dew; 
The ſkyey lake, the mountain blue, 

Not half the charms thoud'ſt have for me, 
As ranging wide at liberty. 


SONNETS, 
I. 
TO THE RIVER EMONT, CUMBERLAND» 
Sweet ſimple ſtream, the ſhallow waves that glide, 
In peaceful murmurs, o'er thy ſtony bed— 


Sweet ſimple ſtream, the gleams of eventide, 


That on thy banks their mellowing colours ſhed, 


Befit the temper of my reſtleſs mind 


For while I hear thy waves, and ſee the gleam 
Of lateſt eve, afar from human kind, 

To linger here, unknown, I fondly dream ! 
I ſnatch my flute, and breathe a ſoften'd lay; 

Then melting, view it, as an only friend / 
And oft I wonder much, that while fo gay, 

And all unthinking others onward bend, 


I here ſhould ſadly linger, and rejoice 
To hear a lone ſtream, or the flute's ſoft voice. 
— 1 
II. 


TO LOCH-LOMOND. 
LomoND ! thy rich and variegated ſcene, 
Fantaſtic now-—now dignified, ſevere ; 
Thy tufted underwood, of darker green, 
Thine arrowy pines, that mock the rolling year ; 
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Thy ſoft diverſity of ſweeping bays, 
Fring'd with each ſhrub, and edg'd with tendereſt turf, 
Where, as the attenuated north gale plays, 
The wild flowers mingle with the harmleſs ſurf ; 
Thy long, protracted lake, expanſive now, 
(Boldly diverſified with wood-crown't iſles) 
Ümpriſon'd now by rocks, on whoſe ſtern brow, 
| Clad with cold heath, the ſummer ſcarcely ſmiles— 
I welcome, fearfully! and hail in thee 
The wildeſt ſhapings of ſublimity. 


ODE TO CONTEMPLATION. 
N 
Now ev'ning dim appears that much-loy'd hour 
Of ſweet tranquillity and rural eaſe; 
When far aficld is heard 
The ploughman's ſimple ſong; 


And from the bean-field fings the lab'ring bee, 
Warn'd homeward, by the coming ſhades of night, 
And dews that gently fall 
On ev'ry drooping flow'r. 
With Contemplation let me ſeek to dwell, 
In wild romantic vale, or ruin dark, 
Where the ſwift-circling bat 
Flits in the twilight way. 
And oft in ſheep-cote near, the pleaſing ſound 
Of warning-bell is heard; as Philomel, 
In Echo's mournful haunts, 
Sings her ſad tale of woe, 


Or if by muſing mem'ry fondly led 
To poor Matilda's turf of fading flowers, 
Meet me in holy guiſe, | 
O, maid! rever'd by thoſe 


Who love to ſhed affection's hallow'd tears, 
Unmark'd at night, when through the fleecy clouds, 
That veil her azure ſphere, 
The wan moon dimly ſhines. 


But when drear Winter ſaddens all the plain, 
And by the cheerful fire, at cloſe of day, 

I hear the bleak winds mourn 

Around my-reed-thatch'd hut, 


The muſe my lonely hours ſhall oft beguile : 
And thou, ſweet maid, the willing mind ſhalt ſtore 
With pity, meek content, 
And friendſhip's ſacred law. 
As night appears, big with the wintry ſtorm, 
Then ſhall the glimm'ring lamp, with cheering ray, 
Beam o'er the ncighb'ring plain, 
Or mountain's lonely ſide : | 
Fler oft poor travellers benighted flray, 
Wide of the village path, at that dark hour, 


When not a watch-dog barks, 
No diſtant ſheep-bell ſounds. 


Or ling ring on ward, fear that chaſm's depth, 


4 


2 Conceal'd by drifted ſnow ; as the cold blaſt 
W Howls through the leafleſs thorn, 
| And windings of the ſteep. 


PUGITIVE PIECES. 143 


— 


' VERSES OCCASIONED BV THE DEATH OF 
JOHN ARMSTRONG, A. M. 


* By Grone Drer, A. B. 


From LomonD's light blue lake, and verdant iſles, 
Long-winding glens, and rude romantic woods, 
And hills, that hide their ſummits in the clouds, 
Light, as a veſſel borne by weſtern gales, 
I journey'd, muſing many a rural theme. 


The hours I counted not, as nimble-wing'd 
They circling flew, ſoft ſmiling, as they paſs'd: 
Thy manſion*, gentle Tous! I approach,, 
The ſweet retreat of poeſy and love; 

Thy friendly converſe, and the grateful ſmiles 
Of fair Lovisa, chear me, while around 

Thy prattlers play.— Oh! may domeſtic bliſs,” 
Thus pray.d my ſoul, “ here &x its laſting ſeat.” 


Then o'er poetic ground with thee I rove, 
Scenes fancy-colour'd : bright before me riſc 
BeavTy's rich Gab +: ſoon, a mourner pale, 
I tread the VALE of PiTy : till the Hovsz 
Of Rapicvie pours forth her wanton tribe. 

Soon circling high I climb the MounT $UBLIME, 
Round whoſe bold top the muttering thunders roll, 
And forked lightnings flaſh : with tremulous joy 
The height I reach : then look triumphant down : 
Till Fancy, pointing with her fairy wand, 

Calls me to range her wild enchanted bowers, 
Mid viſionary forms, and ſhadowy ſcenes. 
Enthuſiaſt ſweet ! Ob! I could wander ſtill 
Wich her, the muſe of Spenſer, and no leſs 

Of him, f who Scorta's fairy regions ſung, 
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And gazing on me with a mother's eye, 


- I fee! I ſee! while ſoftly falls the tear; 
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— 
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From every clime would crop ſome fragrant flower, 


Till Superſtition, opening all her ſtores, 
Should bleſs her fondling's large credulities. 


But now-from. Fancy's magic wilds I go 
To Nature's living green : ſtraight I repoſe, x : 
As wont, my head, where I may beſt ſurvey N | 
The various landſcape : full before me riſes 
A row of well-rang' d buildings $ and beyond 
A thick umbrageous wood : down the fair vale 
The ſylvan Traru devolves het rapid ſtream, 

As haſteping on to tell the ſtately Fox Tu, 
E'er ſhe commix her ſtores, how fair a ſcene 
She paſe d at DzansToON : on her Doping ſide 
'Towers a proud caſtle ||, beauteous in decay: 


High on the bank it frowns, and till o'crlooks 


The modeſt ſtream, as ſeeming yet to boaſt 


Of ancient grandeur.— Here the ſated eye 


Inquires no farther : thence the moral muſe 


Pours forth the ſtrain: Ah ! thus-ſhall human greatneſs 
. Sit like a mourner ; thus in ruins lie 


« All that is mortal.” 


Now, once more I ſeek | | 
Domeſtic ſcenes, as though to ſmooth the brow | 
Ruffled by too much muſing :—Stern-ey'd Fate 
Say, didſt thou doubt my heart's ſincerity ? 
Think, that I did but moraliſe in ſong, 
A formal minſtrel? that, whene'er of death 
i ponder, thou reſolveſt to o'ertake. me, 
And, with blood-recking dart, to point. mine eye 
To ſome freſh victim: MorTAL net 1s Darn! 
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Yes, ARMSTRONG falls J, and pity drops the tear. 
' Relentleſs Tyrant ! like a vernal flower 
I view him fall, thine caſy-yiclding prey: 
Bloſſom of early genius, blighted ſoon, 
Induſtry, like a ſelf-deftroying inſect, 
Beating itſelf to duſt ; a ſacred love 
Of Freedom, like the veſtal's purer flame, : 
Sparkling through life, that but with life expires: | 
Theſe tell what AxRMsTR@NG was; theſe ſtil] proclaim 
How ARMSTRONG lives in friendſhip's faithful breaſt. 


But, TwoMsoN, let us hear the warning voice: 

« — Whatever ſchemes thy mind may meditate, 
« Diſpatch with well-tim'd zeal; but yet that zeal 
Let matron prudence guide; for in the grave 

Satire f ſhall drop the ſcourge ; ſage hiſtorgf+ 


« Ceaſe to inſtruct; and rapture-breathing ſong, 
To ſilence huſh'd, delight the world no more.” 


Deanfion, Perthſbire, Fuly 26, 1797. 


* Deanſton, in Perthſhire, the reſidence of Mr. Thomſon. 0 

+ Alluding to the Titles of the different books in“ The 
Paradiſe of Taſte,” a poem written by Mr. Thomſon. | 

+ Collins, the Poet, has written / An Ode on the Popular 
Superſtitions of the Highlands.” 

$ The Adelphi Cotton Mills, near Deanſton, 

[| Down Caſtle. , 

The Author, while at Deanſton, read in the Newſpa- 
pers an account of the death and character of Mr. Armſtrong, 
who died at Leith, Jaly 21. Mr. Armſtrong diſcovered, at 
Edinburgh, an carly genius for poetry; but was known more 
particularly, in in London, by his labours in ſeveral periodical 
publications. In theſe departments he diſcovered confider- 
able talents, and to his imprudent application fell an untimely 
ſacrifice in the 26th year of his age. | 

++ Mr. Thomſon is author of a fatirico-didaQtic poem, in- 
tituled, « Whiſt; and is engaged in writing The Hiſtory 
ol Scottiſu Poetry. 1 'T 
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LINES. 
* @CCASIONED BY THE PITT AND GRENVILLE BILLS. 


GaenviLLs and PITT on ſporting bent, 
Each charg'd his gun, and forth they went, 


The fact you may rely on. 


(Britons! your very ſouls 'twill ſhock) | 
They fir d—and miſs d the Gallic Cock, 


But kill'd the Britiſh Lion. 


' 'WILL SHILLINGMAN'S PROTEST; 


TAKEN IN THE LAST CENTURY. 


— 


A Shilling will mack, 
Truth and conſcience right ſlack; 


And two par ſons in black, 


Their dull brains on the rack, 


With a beroine pack, 


(Ruſty rogues love a ſmack) 
Make nonſenſical clack 


Wich his ropes on his back, | 
Juſt ready to tack 

His dear friends, in a crack, 

To the gallows, alack ! 

The arch boy has this knack! 
And no exception WILL Macx. 


Meer 
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EXTRACTED FROM POPE'S MORAL ESSAYS. 
{ New Edit. corrected and enlarged, with cuts.) 


Vincixs and-Wibows graſp alike at power; 
Fee'd ſcriblers fib, —and penſion'd parſons lower. 
*Tis foul corruption forms a free ***'s mind; 
Juſt as the hand is brib'd, the heart's inclin'd.—- - 
Fly you for ſhelter to a neighbouring Bower ? 
Bluſt'ring and brutal, - Mad Tom tinker roars ; 
Jon Boosy booriſhly locks all his doors 
Steals off great Calvin's keys, and, oh ! for ſhame,. 
> Gives them. in keeping to à Popiſh Dame! . 
Heroic Bess has padlocks at command, 
And gags a Chairman with her manly hand; 
Blear ſiſter Po ſee blink, and ſcowl, and rave; 
While ſcrivener W*** ſneaks an exceeding knave. 
. ͤ - 
YESTERDAY. 
Sar, ye ſtudious, grave, and old, 
Tell me, all ye fair and gay, 
Tell me where I may behold 
The floating forms vf—yefterday / 
Where's Autumnal plenty ſpread ? 
Winter! where's thy boiſt'rous ſway ? 
Where's the Yernal flow'ret fled ? 
Summer 1 where's thy—yefterday 
Jocund ſprites of ſocial joy, 
Round our ſmiling goblet play; 
Flt, ye powers of rude annoy, , 
Like the ghoſt of—yefterdey ! 
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. . keen nes where doſt thou d well? 


*. 
* " 


Defir'd of all, and ſaught chro every ſcene, 
2 — T 
Ie s public walk; and hetwit's lonely cell? 


Sh 


ves hee, Goddeſs! bug of al. but found by e? 
4.0 We beck in yain, hewilder'd as we go; <_ 

by: Tit d of the chace, man ceaſes to purſue, © _ 
| _ 4618 Gghing Gays, chou dwell't not here below. " 


rs 
es be woe after fairy hudows run ? 
Feier he not ſome wild-lubre dream, 


— 


Like children who would catch the radiant Sun, 
Graſp at its image in the glincring iream ? ; 
If rightthe fovght, then 1 man -would meet ſucceſs ; 


SY 6 


For, ſurely, © Vittue leads th Tiappineſs. 
8 * . po 


